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To the Memory of the Incomparable. 
MCOWLEY:. 
| 


[th artleſs Hand, and much diſorder'd Mind 
( Pardon illuſtrious Man) I come, 
To try, if worthy Thee I ought can find 
That groveling I might offer at thy Tomb ; 
For yet, nor yet thou never hadit chy due, 
Tho courted by the underſtanding few, 
And they ſometimes officious too : 
Much more is owing to thy mighty Name, 
Than was perform'd by noble Buckingham ; 
He chole a place thy. ſacred Bones to keep 
Near that, where Poets, and where Monarchs ſlep : 
Well did thy kind Mecenas mcan 
To thee, and to himſelf, and may that Tomb 
Convey your mutual Praiſe to Ages yet to come : 
But Monuments may betray their cruſt, 
And like their Founders crumble into duſt. 
Were to adviſe Poſterity 
That ſhould at all times acceptable be, 
Quickly to comprehend their great concern, (learn. 


\ CowLlsy ſhould be the firſt word all their Sons ſhould 


Il. 


That charming Name would every Grace inſpire, 
Enflame their Souls with ſupernatural Eire, 
And make them nothing, but what's truly good, admire; 
Early their tender Minds would be poſlels'd 
With glorious Images, and every Breaſt 
Imbibe an Happineſs not to be exprels'd: 
Of theſe (bleſt Shade | ) when thou wert here 
An unregarded Sojourner, 
Thou hadft fo large a part, 
Thar thou doſt hardly more appear 


Accompliſh'd where thou art, 


(#J 


But that thy radiant Brow, 
Encircled with an everlaſting Wreath, 
| Shews thee triumphant now 
O'er Diſappointments, and o'er Death. 
When with Aſtoniſhment we caſt an eye 
On thine amazing Infancy, 
We envy Nature's Prodigality 
To Thee, and only "Thee, 
In whom (as in old Eden) ſti]l were ſeen 
All things florid, freſh, and green, 
Bloſſoms and Fruit at once on one immortal Tree. 


III. 
Herculean Vigor hadft thou when but yon. 
In riper years more than Alcides ſtrong. 
Then who ſhall ſing thy woner'ou: 

For he that worthily would mention 'I hee 

Should be deveſted of Mortality, 

No meaner Offerings ſhould he bring, 
Than what a Saint mighc pen, an Angel ſing, 
Such as with chearfulnels thy felt hadit done, 

If in thy life-time thou hadſt knuwn 
So bright a Theme to write upon: 
Tho thou haſt ſung of Heroes, and of Kings 
In mighty numbers mighty things. 
Enjoy. (inimitable Bard! ) 
Of all thy pleaſant Toil the ſweet reward, 
And ever venerable be, 
Till the unthinking World ſhall once more lye 
Immetrſt in her firſt Chaos of Barbarity. 
A Curſe now to be dreaded, for with Thee 
Dy'dall che lovely Decencies of Poetry. 


The. Flaiman. 
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To the-Memory of the Author. 


FO fertile Wits and Plangs of fruicful kind 
| ] Impartial Nature the ſame Laws aflign'd ; *. 
| Both havetheir Spring before they reach their Prime, 
' ATimetobloflom, and a bearing Time: 

An early Bloom to both has fatal been, 

Thoſe ſooneſt fade, whoſe Verdure firſt was (een. 

&- exempted from the common Fate, 

The forward Cow x er held a laſting Date : 

For Envy's Blaſt and powerful Time too ſtrong, 

He bloſlom'd early, and he flouriſht long, 

In whom the double Miracle was ſeen ; * 

Ripe in his Spring, and in his Autumn green : 

With us he lefc his gen'rous Fruit behind, 

The Feaſt of Wit and Banquer of the Mind ; 

While the fair Tree tranſplanted to the Skies, 

In Verdure with th' Blytan Garden. vies ; 

The Pride of Earth before, and now of Paradilc. 
Thus faint our ſtrongeſt Meraphors muſt be, 

Thus unproportion'd to thy Muſe and Thee. 

Thoſe Flowers that did in thy rich Garden fmile, 

Wicher, tranſplanted to another Soil. 

Thus Orpheus Harp that did wild Beaſts command 

Had loſt its Force in any other Hand. ; 

Saul's Frantick Rage harmonious ſounds obey'd, 


His Rage was charm'd, bur 'rwas when David play'd, 


The Arrtleſs ſince have touch'd thy ſacred Lyre, 
We have thy Numbers, but we want thy Fire. 
Horace and Virgil where they brighteſt ſhin'd, 
Prov'd but thy Oar and were by thee refin'd : 

The Conqueror that from the general Flame, 
Szv'd Pindar's Roof, delſerv'd a laſting Name, 

A greater Thou that didlt preſerve his Fame. 

A dark and huddled Chaos long he lay, 

Till thy diviner Genius powerful Ray 

Dilpers'd the Miſts of Night, and gave him Day. 
No Miſts of Time can make thy Verle lels bright, 
Thou ſhin'ft like Phabus with unborrowed Light. 


Henceforth no Phirbus we'll invoke burthee, — +45” 5; 
* Aulpicious to thy poor Survivers be ! 
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Who unrewarded plow the Muſes Soil, 
Our Labour all the Harveſt of our Toil - + 
*Written juſt And in excule of Fancies flag'd and tir'd, 
when Kins Can only ſay ; * Auguſtus isgxpiv 0. 
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Trauſlation of bis Plantarum. 


A PINDARIQU E. 


I 


« 


Aloft he thoſe firſt Trophies bore, 
And ſqueezes out their pois nous Gore : 
The Women ſhreekt with wild Amaze, 
The Men as much aftrighted gaze, 

But had the wile Tirefias come 

Into the crowded Room, 

With deep Prophetick Joy ; 


Fhad heard the Conquelts of the God-like Boy, 


And ſung in ſacred Rage 


What ravenous Men and Beaſts engage : 


Hence he'd propitious Omens take, 


And from-the Triumphs of his lufancy 


Protend his future Victory 


Oferthe foul Serpent weltring wide in Lerna's dreadful Lake. 
[I 


Alcides Pindar, Pindar C © © 6 x Y (ings, 
And while they ſtrike the vocal ſtrings, 
To either both new Honour brings. 


But who ſhall now the mighty Task ſuſtain 2 


And now our Hercules is there, 
What Atlas can Ohmpus bear 2 
What Mortal undergo th' unequal Pain ? 
But 'tis a glorious Fate 
To fall with ſuch a Weight : 
Tho' with unha[lowed Fingers, [ 
Will touch the Ark, altho' I dye. 


—— 


On Mr. CowLnrws Juvenile POEMS, an 


nm 


d the 


'TJY 


Hen young Alcides in his Cradle lay, 
vw And graſpt in both his Infant Hands, 


Broke from the Nurſes feeble Bands, 
The bloody gaſping Prey ; 


Fuvenile POEM S, &c. 
Forgive me, O thou ſhining Shade, 
Forgive a Fault which Love has made. 
Thus I my fawcy kindneſs maurn, 

Which yer I can't repent, 

Before thy ſacred Monument 

And moiſten with my Tears thy wondrous Urn. 
_ n- 
Begin, begin, my Muſe, thy noble Choir, 
And aimat ſomething worthy Pindar's Lyre, 
Within thy Breaſt excite the kindling Fire, 
And fan it with thy bs. 4 2 
CowrL xy doesto ] o v t belong, 
oveandCowr's ry claim my Song. 

Thele- fair firſt Fruits of Wit young Cowley bore, 
Which promis'd if the happy Ti | 
Should ever reach Maturity, 

To blels the World with better, and wih more. 

Thus in the Kernel of the largeſt Fruit, 

Is all the Tree in little drawn, 
The Trunk, the Branches, and the Root ; 

Thus a fair Day is piftur'd in a lovely Dawn. 

IV. 
Taſſo, a Poerin his Infancy, 
Did hardly earlier riſe than thee : 

Nor did he ſhoot fo far, orſhine fo bright, 

Or in his dawning Beams or noon-day Light. 
The Mules did young Cowrer raile; | 
They ſtoleGee from thy Nurſes Arms, | 
Fed thee with lacred Love of Praife, 

And taught thee all their Charms, 
As if Apollo's (elf had been thy Sire, 
They daily rockr thee on his Lyre. 

Hence Seeds of Numbers in thy Soul were fixt, 
Deep as the very Reaſon there, _ 

No Force from thence could Numbers zear, 

Even with thy being mixt, 
And there they lurk'd, till Spencer's ſacred Flame 
, Leapt up and kindled thine, 
Thy Thoughts as regular and fine, * 
Thy Soul che ſame, 

Like his, tro Honor, aud to Love inclin'd, 

As ſoft thy Soul, as great thy Mind; 
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"Gr dro iars POEMS 
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V. 
Whatever Cow x s r writes mult pleaſe. 
Sure, like the Gods he [peaks all Languages. 
Whatever Theme by Co w L s r's Muſe is dreſt, 
Whatever he'll Eflay ; | 
Or in the ſofter, or the nofiler way, 
He ſtill writes beſt. 
If he ever ſtretch his Strings 
To mighty Numbers, mighty Things, 


So did Pirgil's Hroes fight, 
Such Glories wore, thigh not ſo bright. 
If he'll paint his noble Fire, 


Ah what Thoughts his Songs inſpire. 
Vigorous Love and gay Deſire. | 
Who would not, cl, 1 ruin'd be? . 
Who would not love, that reads, that thinks of thee? 
Whether thou in $' old Romandoſt delight, _ 
Or Engliſh, full as ſtrong, to write. 
Thy Maſter-ſtrokes in both are ſhown, 
CowLsr in both excells alone, 
Virgil of theirs, .and Waller of our own. 
VL 
Bur why ſhould the ſoft Sex be robb'd of thee ? 
Why ſhould not England know, 
How much ſhe does tro CowLzr owe ? 
How much fair _— $ for ever lacred Tree ? 
The Hills, 'zhe Groves, the Plains, the Woods; 
- The Fields, the Meadows and the Floods, 
The Flowry World, where Gods and Poets uſe, 
To Court a Mortal or a Muſe ? 
Jt ſhall be done. But who? ah who ſhall dare, 
So vaſt a Toil ro undergo, | 
And all the Worlds juſt cenſure bear, 
Thy Strength, and their own Weakneſs ſhow ? 
Mre. 4. B-». Soft Afra who hadged our Shepherds long, 
Who long the Nymphs and Swains did guide, 
Our Envy, her own Sexes Pride, 
When all her Force on this great Theme ſhe'd try'd, 
She ftrain'd awhile to reach th'* inimitable Song, 
She ſtrain'd awhile, and wilely dy'd. 
Thoſe who ſurvive unhappier be, 
Yet chus, great God of Poekee, 
With Joy they ſacrifice their Fame to thee, 
Lo = * 
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The Bookſellers to the Reader. 


6 © HE following Poems of Mr. Cowley being much 


enquir'd after and very ſcarce, (the Town hardly 
affording one Book, tho it hath been five times 
printed) we thought this ſixth Edition could not fail of 
being well received by the World, We preſume one reaſon 
why they were omicted in the laſt Colle&ion, was, be- 
cauſe the Propriety of this Copy belong'd not to the ſame 
Perſon that publiſh'd thoſe : but the Reception they had 
found appears by the ſeveral Impreſſions thro' which they 
had paſs'd. We dare not ſay they are equally perfe&t with 
thoſe written by the Author in his Riper Years, yet certainly 
they are ſuch as deſerve not to be buried in Obſcuricy. We 
prelume the Author's Judgment of them is moſt realenabic 
wv appea} to ; and you will find him (allowing grains of 
Modeſty) give them no {ſmall Charatter. His Words are 
in Page 6. of his Preface before his former publiſhd Poems, 
You find our excellent Author likewiſe mentioning and 
reciting part of cheſe Poems, iu his ſeveral Diſcourſes by way 
of Eſſays in Verſe aud Proſe, in the 1 1th Diſcaurſe treating of 
himſelf, pag. 143. Thele we ſuppole a ſufficient Authority 
for Our reviving them ; and ſure there is no tngenuous Rea- 
der to whom the ſmalleſt Remains of Mr. Cowley will be 
unwelcome. His Poems are every where the Copy of his 
Mind, ſo that by chis Supplement to his other Volume you 
have the Picture of that ſo deſervedly eminent Man from 
almoſt his Childhood to his Lateſt Years, the Bud and Bloom 
of his Spring, the Warmth of his Summer, the Richnels 
and Perfection of his Autumn. But for the Readers further 
Curioſiry, we refer him to che Author's following Pretace 
to them, publiſhed by himlelt. And to contribute all we 
can to our Readers Satisfaction, we have endeavoured ro 
make thele Poems ſomething more acceptable, by prefix- 
Ing the Sculpture of the Author's Monument. 


Your bunible Servants. 
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T 0-:1'HE 


Right Honourable and Right Reverend Father in God 


JOHN 


L* Biſhop of Lincoln, and Dean of Weſtminſter, 


MY LOR D, 
| ae; well fear, leſt theſe my rude 
and unpohfht Lines ſhould offend 
your Honourable Survey; but that [ 
hope your Nobleneſs will rather ſmile 
- at the Faults committed by a Child, 
than cenſure them. Howſoever I de- 
fire your Lord{hip's Pardon, for pre- 
ſenting things ſo unworthy to your 
View, and. to accept the Good will of 
him who im all Duty is bound to be 


Your Lordſhip's 


moſt Humble Servant, 


ABRAHAM COWLEY- 


T O 


To the READER 


Eader (I know not yet whether Gentle or no) Some, I know 

have been angry (I dare not aſſume the honour of their 
Envy) at my Poetical Boldneſs, and blam'd in mine, what com- 
mends other Fruits, Earlineſs : others, who are either of a weak 
Faith, or ſtrong Malice, have thought me like a Pipe, which never 
ſounds but when 'tis blow'd in, and read me, not as Abraham Cowley, 
but Authorem anonymum : to the firſt I anſwer, Thar 'tis an envious 
Froſt that nips the Bloſſoms becauſe they appear quickly : to the 
latter, That he is the worſt Homicide who ſtrives ro murther ano- 
ther's Fame : to both, Thar it is a ridiculous Folly ro condemn or 
laugh at the Stars, becauſe the Moon and Sun ſhine brighrer. The 
ſmall Fire I have is rather blown than extinguiſh'd by this Wind. 
For the Itch of Poeſie by being angred increaſes, by rubbing, 
ſpreads further; which appears in that I have ventur'd on this 
Fourth Edition, What tho it be neglected? Ir is not, I am ſure, 
the firſt Book which hath lighted Tobacco, or been imploy*d by 
Cooks and Grocers. If in all Mens Judgments it ſuffer Shipwrack, 
it ſhall ſomething content me, that it hath pleaſed my ſelf and 
the Bookſeller. In it you ſhall find one Argument (and I hope I 
ſhall need no more) to confute Unbelievers : which is, That as 
mine Age, and conſequently Experience, (which 1s yet bur little) 
bath increaſed, fo they have not left my Poeſie flagging behind 
them. I ſhould not be angryto ſee any one burn my Piramus 
and Thisbe, nay, I would do it my ſelf, bur that I hope a Pardon 
may eaſily be gotten for the Errors of ten years of Age. My Con- 
flantia and Philetus confeſſes me two years older when I wrote it. 
The reſt were made ſince upon ſeveral Occaſions, and perhaps do 
not bely cime of their Birth. Such as chey arc, they were created 
by me, but their Fate lies in your Hands; it is only you can effect, 
that neither the Bookſeller repent himſelt of his Charge in Printing 
them, nor I oft my Labour in compoſing them. Farewel, 


Abraham Cowley. 


OOO 3 IT. DOT ET 
OO — 


To the READER 


I. 
I Call'd the Buskind Myſe MEL romen e, 
And told her what ſad Story I would write : 
She wept at hearing ſuch a Tragedy, 
T ho wont in Mournful Ditties to delight. . 
If thou diſlike theſe ſorrowful Lines, then know 
My Muſe with Tears, not with Conceits did flow, 


IT. 
And as ſhe my unabler Quill did guide, 
Her bring T ears did on the Paper fall, 
If then unequal Numbers be eſpy'd, 
Oh Reader ! do not that my Error call, 
Bat think her Tears defac'd it, and blame then 


My Muſes Grief, and not my miſſmg Pen. 


Abraham Cowley, 


The CON TEN LS. 


PART IL 


Onſtantia a»d Philetus pag. I, 70 p. Ig 


| ”. Piramus and Thisbe . P. 25, to P. 32 
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Secretary Wt 35 
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+ Gent. | 36 
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hve, leaping into the Water to 
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IV. Of Flowers © | ; N. Tae 83 
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[np two confitiat Lovers akon, Fate, 
The Hopes and Fears that equally attend 


Their Loves: their Rivals E, Faroe 
I ſing their woful Life, ayd'tragic ain | i 
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Tronds all her Wit in Oy, £ y might 
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* Ei envious Death defiroy'd the their gl 


Expe& not Beauty. 
For in her Nacuce 
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Amt betterment concen nes cence . 


4+ 
Her Hair was brighter than the Beams which arc 
A Crown to Phebus, and her Breath ſo ſweer, 
It did tranſcend Arabian Odours far, 
Or ſmelling Flowers, wherewith the Spring doth greet 
Approaching Summer, T*th like falling Snow 
For white, were placed in a double Row. 


/ ; 


Her Wit excellin Pra, ey all admire, 
Her Speech was fo attradtiye it might be 
A caule to raiſe the mighty Pala: Ire, 
And tir up Envy from that Deity. 
The Maiden Lillies at her fight 
Wax'd pale with Envy, and from thence grew white. 


6 


She was in Birth and Parentage as high 

As in her Fortune great, or Beauty rare, 

And to her vertuous Minds Nobility 

The Gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were ; 
That in her ſpotleſs Soul and lovely Face 
You might have ſeen each Deity and Grace. 


7. 

The Scornful Boy A4dona viewing her 

Would Yes ſtill deſpiſe, yet her Deſire, 

Each who bur ſaw, was a Competitor 

And Rival, ſcorch'd alike with Cxpi's Fire. 
The glorious Beams of her fair Eyes did move, 
And light Beholders on their way to Love. 


8. 
Among her many Suitors, a young Knighe 
'Bove Foal wn Þ 1 with the Mepeſty 4 
Of her fair Preſence, preſfſeth moſt in ſight 3 
Yet ſeldom his Deſire can fſatisfie 
With that bleſt Obje&, or her Rareneſs ſee ; 
' For Beauty's Guard is watchful Jealoufie 


9. 
Ofr times, that he might ſee his Deare/t Fair, 
Upon his ſtately Jetiact he in th* way 
Rides by her Houſe, who neigghs, as if he were 
Proud to be view'd by bright Conſtantia. 
But his poor Maſter, tho he ſee her move 
His Joy, dares ſhew no Look betraying Love. 


dP HILETUS 


Io. 
Soon as the Morning left her roſie Bed, 


And all Heaven's ſmaller Lights were driv'n away : 


She by her Friends and near Acquaintance led, 
Like other Maids, would walk at Break of day : 
Aurora bluſh'd to fee a Sight unknown, 


To behold Cheeks more beauteous than her own, 


II. . 
Th' ob{cquious Lover follows ſtill her Train, 
And where they go, that way his Journey feigns. 


Should they turn back, he would turn back again; 


For with his Love his Buſineſs ſtill remains. 
Nor is it ſtrange he ſhould be loth to part 


From her, whoſe Eyes had ſtole away his Heart. 


I2s 


Philetus he was call'd, ſprung from a Race 

Of Noble Anceſtorsz but greedy Time 

And envious Fare had labour'd to deface 

The Glory which in his great Stock did ſhine 3 
Small his Eſtate, unficting her Degree, 
But blinded Love could no ſuch Difference ſee. 


| I3, 
Yet he by chance had hit this Heart aright, 
And dipt his Arrow in Conſtantia's Eyes, 
Blowing a fire, that would deſtroy him quite, 
Unleſs ſuch Flames within her Heart ſhould riſc. 
Bur yer he fears, becauſe he blinded is, 
Tho he have ſhot him right, her Heart he'll miſs, 


I 4. 
Unto Love's Altar therefore he repairs, 
And offers up a pleaſing Sacrifice 
[ntreating Cupid, with inducing Prayers, 
To look upon and eaſe his Miſeries : 
Where having, recovering Breath again, 
Thus to immortal Love he did complain : 


I 5. 
0h mighty Cupid ! whoſe anbounard Sway 
Hath often rul'd th* Olympian T handerer, 
Whom all Celeſtial Deities obe y, 
Whom Men and Gods both reverence and fear / 
Oh force Conſtantia's Heart to yie/d to Lowe, 
Of all thy Works the Maſter-piece twill prove. 


B 2 


I 6, And 


" CONSTANTIA 


I6. 


And let me not AﬀeFion wainly ſpend, 

But kindle Flames in her like thoſe in me 3 

Tet if that Gift my Fortune doth tranſcend, 

Grant that her charming Beauty I may ſee. 
For ever view thoſe Eyes, whoſe charming Light 
More than the World beſides does pleaſe my Sight. 


| - 19. 
Thoſe who eontemn thy ſacred Deity, ' 
Laugh at thy Power, make them thine Anger know, | 
T faultheſs am, what Honour can it be, 
Only to wound your Slave, and ſpare your Foe. 
Here Tears and Sighs ſpeak his 1mperfe& Moan, . 
In Language far more moving than his own. 


I8. 


Home he retir'd, his Soul he brought not home, 
Juſt like a Ship while every mounting Wave, 
Toſs'd by enraged Boreas up and down, 
Threatens the Mariner with a gaping Grave 3 
Such did his Caſe, ſuch did his State appear, 
Alike diſtrafted between Hope and Fear. 


I9. 
Thinking her Love he never ſhall obtain, 
One Morn he haunts the Woods, and doth complain 
Of his unhappy Fate, bur all in vain, 
And thus fond Eccho anſwers him again. 

It mov'd Aurora, and ſhe wept to hear, 

Dewing the verdant Graſs with many a Tear. 


The E CCHO. 


l. 
FH! what bath caus'd my killing Miſeries £ 
ETES, Eccho ſaid, What hath detain'd my Eaſe ? 
EASE, ſtrait the reaſenable Nymph replies 
That nothing can my troubled Mind appeaſe ; 
PE ACE, Eccho anſwers. What, is any nigh # 
Philetus ſ/azd 3 She quickly utters, I. 


"APHILETUS. 


IF. 
1\'t Eccho anſwers & tell me then thy Will : 
1 WILL, fhe ſaid. What ſhall T get ( ſays he) 
By loving ſtill 2 to which ſhe anſwers, ILL. 
I] ? ſhall T void of wiſh'd for Pleaſures die ? 
. Shall not I who toil in ceaſleſs Pain, 
Some Pleaſure know? NO, fhe returns again. 


Ir. 
Falſe and inconſtant Nymph, thou lyſt ( ſaid he) 


7 HOY LT'ST, ſhe ſaid. And I deſervd her Hate, 


If I ſhould thee believe. BELIFVE, ſaid ſbe. 
For why 2 thy Words are of no Weight. 


. WEIGHT, ſhe anſwers. Therefore I'll depart. 


To which, reſounding Eccho anſwers, P ART. 


S— 


2.0. 
Then from the Woods with wounded-Heart he goes, 
Filling with Legions of freſh Thoughts his Mind : 
He quarrels with himſelf, becauſe his Woes 
Spring from himſelf, yer can no Med'cine find : 
He weeps to quench thoſe Fires that burn in bim, 
Bur Tears do fall to th' Earth, Flames are within. 


2TI, 


No Morning baniſh'd Darkneſs, nor black Night 
By her alternate Courſe expell'd the Day, 
In which Philetus by a conſtant Rite 
At Cupid's Altars did not weep and pray 3 
And yet he nothing reap'd for all his Pain, 
Bur Care and Sorrow was his only Gain, 


22, 


But now at laſt the pitying God, o'ercome 

By conſtant Votes and Tears, fix'd in her Heart 

A golden Shaft, and ſhe is now become 

A (uppliant to Love, that with like Dart 
He'd wound Philetus, does with Tears implore 
Aid from that Power ſhe ſo much ſcorn'd before. 


23. 

Little ſhe thinks ſhe kept Philets Heart 

In her ſcorch'd Breaſt, becauſe, her own ſhe pave 

To him. Since either ſuffers equal Smart, 

And a like Meaſure in their Torments have : 
His Soul, his Griefs, his Fires, now hers are grown : 
Her Heart, her Mind, her Love is his alone. 


. 24. While 
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2. 4o 
Whilſt Thoughts 'gainſt Thoughts riſc up in Mutiny, 
She took a Lute (being far from any Ears) 
And tun'd his Song, poſing,that Harmony 
Which Poets attribute to Heavenly Spheres. 
Thus had ſhe ſung when her dear Love was (lain, 
She'd ſurely call'd him back from Styx again. 


% 
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The S ON G. 


T. 
O whom ſhall I my Sorows ſhow ? 
Not to Love, for he is Blind: 
An 


my Philetus doth not know 
The inward Torment of my Mind. 
And all the ſenſeleſs Walls which are 


Now round about me cannot hear. 


II. 


For if they could, they ſure would weep, 
And with my Griefs relent 

Onleſs their willing Tears they keep, 
Till I from Earth am ſent. 

Then I believe they ll all deplore 

My Fate, fince I taught them before. 


III. 
T willingly would weep my ſtore, 
If the Flood would land thy Love, 
My dear PHILETUS on the ſhore 
Of my Heart ; but ſhouldſt thou prove 
Afraid of Flames, know the Fires are 
But Bonfires for thy coming there. 


25. 


Then Tears in Envy of her Speech did flow 
From her fair Eyes, as if it ſeem'd that there 
Her burning Flame had melted Hills of Snow, 
And ſo diffoly'd them into many a Tear ; 

Which, Nilzs-like, did quickly overflow, 

And quickly caus'd new Serpent Griefs to grow. 


26. Here 


þ 
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26. 


Here ſtay, my Muſe, for if I ſhould recite 
Her mournful Language, I ſhould make you weep 
Like her, a Flood, and ſo not ſee towrite 
Such Lines as I, and th' Ape requires, to keep 
Me from ſtern Death, or with viftorious Rhime, 
Revenge their Maſters Death, and conquer time. 


2.7. 
By this time, Chance and his own Induſtry 

Had help'd Philerw forward, that he grew 
Acquainted with her Brother, fo that he 

Might, by this means, his bright Conſtantia view : 
And, as time ſerv'd, ſhew her his Miſery : 

This was the firſt Ain his Tragedy. 


28, 


Thus to himſelf, ſooth'd by his flattering Srate, 
He faid 5 How ſhall I thank thee for this Gain, 
0 Cupid, or reward my helping Fate, 
Which ſweetens all my Sorrows, all my Pain # 
What Husbandman would any Pains refuſe, 
To reap at laſt ſuch Fruit, bis Laboxrs uſe 2? 


29, 
But when he wiſely weigh'd his doubeful State, 
Seeing his Griefs link'd, like an endleſs Chain, 
To following Woes, he would, when 'cwas too late, 
Quench his hot Flames, and idle Love diſdain. 
But C#pid, when his Heart was ſer on fire, 
Had burnt his Wings, who could not then rectice. 
30. 
The wounded Youth, and kind Philecrates 
(So was her Brother call'd) grew ſoon ſo dear, 
So true and conſtant in their Amities, 
And in that League, fo ſtritly joined were; 
That Death it ſelf could nor their Friendſhip ſcyer, 
Bur as they liv'd in Love, they dy'd together. 


30. 
If one be melancholy, th' other's ſad ; 
It one be fick, the other's ſurely ill ; 
And if Philetus any Sorrow had, 
Philocrates was Partner in it ſtill : 
P)lades Soul and mad Oreftes was 
In theſe, if we believe Py: hagoras. 
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32s 
Oft in the Woods Philetus walks, and there 
Exclaims againſt his Fate, Fate too unkind : 
With ſpeaking Tears his Griefs he doth, declare, 
And with ſad Sighs inſtruQts the angry Wind 
To figh, and did even upon that prevail, 
It groan'd to hear Philerws mourntul Tale. 


IJ 
The Cryſtal Brooks, which gently run between 
The ſhadowing Trees, and as they through them pals 
Water the Earth, and keep the Meadows green, 
Giving a Colour to the verdant Graſs: 
Hearing Philetus tell his woful State, 
In ſhew of Grief ran mucm'ring at his Fate. 


34 
Philomel anſwers him again and ſhews, 


In her beſt Language her ſad Hiſtory, 
And in a mournful Sweetneſs tells her Woes, 
Denying to be pos'd in Miſery : 

Conſtantia he, ſhe Terews, Terews cries, 

With him both Grief, and Gricf's Expreſſion vies. 


35» 
Philocrates muſt needs his Sadneſs know, '. 


Willing in1lls, as well as Joys to ſhare, 

Nor will on them the Name of Friends beſtow, 

Who in light Sport, not Sorrow Partners are. 
Who leaves to guide the Ship when Storms ariſe, 
Is guilty both of Sin and Cowardiſc. 


36. | 
But when his noble Friend perceiv'd that he 
Yielded to Tyrant Paſſion more and more, 
Deſirous to partake his Malady, 
He watches him in hope to cure his Sore, - 
By Counſel, and recall the pois'nous Dart, 
When it, alas, was fixed in his Heart. 


| 37» 

When in the Woods, places beſt fit for Care, 

He to himſelf did his paſt Griefs recite, * ©: 
TH obſequious Friend ſtrait follows him, and there 
Doth hide himſelf from ſad Philetus ſight; 


Who thus exclaims; for a ſwoln Heart would break, 
It it for vent of Sorrow might not ſpeak. 


PTS 


39, Ob: 
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38. 
0h ! I am lost, not in this Deſart Wood, 
But in loves pathleſs Labyrinth, there I 
My health, each Joy and Pleaſure counted good 
Have loſt, and which is more, my liberty, 
And now am forc'd to let him ſacrifice 


My heart, for raſh believing of my eyes. 


39- 
Long have I ſtaid, but yet have no relief, 
Long have I lov'd, yet have no favour ſhown, 
Becauſe ſhe knows not of my killing grief, 
And I have fear d, to make my ſorrows known. 
For why alas, if ſhe ſhould once but dart 


Diſdainful looks, *twould break my captiv'd beart. 


40, 
But how ſhould ſhe, ere I impart my Love, 
Reward my ardent flame with like deſire 2 
But when I ſpeak, if ſhe ſhould angry prove, 
Laugh at my flowing tears, and ſcorn my fire 5 

Why, he who hath all ſorrows born before, 

Needeth not fear to be oppreſt with more. 


41. 
Philocrates no longer can forbear, 
Runs to his friend, and (ighing, Oh! (faid he) 
My dear Philetus be thy ſelf, and ſwear 
To rule that Paſſion which now maſters thee, 
And all thy reaſon; but if it can't be, 
Give to thy Leve but eyes that it may ſee. 


42. 
Amazement ſtrikes him dumb, what ſhall he do? 
Should he reveal his Love, he fears*twould prove 
A hind'rance 3 and ſhould he deny to ſhow, 
It might perhaps his dear friends anger move : 
Theſe doubts like Scy{/a and Charybdy ſtand, 
While Cxp:id a blind Pilot doth command. 


43+ 
At laſt reſolv'd 3 how ſhall I ſeek, ſaid he, 
Tr excuſe my ſelf, deareſt Philocrates ; 
That I from thee have hid this ſecreſie ? 
Yet cenſure nor, give me firſt leaye to eaſe 


dP HILETUS 


My caſe with words, my grief you ſhould have known 


Ere this, it that my heart had been my own. 


C 


44. I ar 
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44- 
T am all Love, my heart was burnt with fire 
From two bright Suns which do all light diſcloſe ; 
Firſt kindling in my breaſt the flame deſire, 
But like the rare Arabian Bird, there roſe 
From my hearts aſhes never quenched Love, 
Which now this torment in my Soul doth move. 


45. 
— Ob! letnotthen my Paſſion cauſe your hate, 
Nor let my choice offend you, or detain. 
Tour ancient Friendſhip 5 *tis, alas, too late 
To call my firm affeFion back again : 
No Phyſick can recure my weal'ned ſtate, 
The wound js grown, 100 great, too deſperate. 


46. 
But Counſel, ſaid his Friend, a remedy 
Which never fails the Patient, may at leaſt 
If not quite heal your minds 1nfirmity, 
Aſſwage your torment and procure ſome reſt. 
But there is no Phyſician can apply 


A Med'cine ere he know the Malady. 


47+ 
Then hear me, ſaid Philetws 5 but why ? Stay, 
I will not toll thee with my Hiſtory, 
For to remember Sorrows paſt away, 
Is to renew an old Calamity. 
He who acquainteth others with his moan, 
Adas to his friends grief, but not cures his own. 


40. 
But ſaid Philocrates, 'tis beſt in woe, 
To have a faithful partner of their care; 
That burthen may be undergone by two, 
Which is perhaps too great for one to bear. 
I ſhould miſtruſt your love, to hide from me 
Your thoughts, and tax you of Inconſtancy. 


49+ 
What ſhall he do? or with what Language frame 
Excuſe 2 He muſt refolye not to deny, 
But open his cloſe thoughts, and inward flame, 
With that, as Prologue to his Tragedy, 
Heſigh'd, as1t they'd cool his torments ire, 
When they alas, did blow the raging fire. 


50. When 
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50. 
When years firſt ſtyPd me twenty, I began 
To ſport with catching ſnare that love had ſet, 
Like Birds that flutter round the gin, till ta'ne, 
Or the poor Fly caught in Arachre's net : 
Even ſo I ſported with her Beauties light, 
Till I at laſt grew blind with roo much ſight. 


5T. 

Firſt it came ſtealing on me, whilſt I thoughr, 

'Twas eaſie to repcl it 3 but as fire, 

Tho but a ſpark, ſoon into flames is brought, 

$o mine grew great, and quickly mounted higher 
Which ſo have ſcorch'd my Love-ſtruck Soul, that I 
Still live in torment, yet each minutedie. 


52. 
VVho is it, ſaid Philocrates, can move 
VVith charming eyes ſuch deep affe&tion? 
I may perhaps aft you in your love; 
Two can effe&t more than your ſelf alone. 
My Counſel this thy Error may reclaim, 
Or my falt tears quench thy deftruCtive flame. 


33+ 
Nay, (:11 Philetzs, oft my eyes do flow 
Like Nilzs, when it ſcorns th* oppoſed ſhore : 
Yet all the watry plenty I beſtow, 
Is tomy flame an oyl that feeds it more. 
So Fame reports of the Dodonean Spring, 
That lightens all thoſe which are put therein. 


5 4+ 
But being you defire to know her, ſhe 
Is call'd (with that his eyes let fall a ſhower 
Asifthey fain would drown the memory 
Of his lite-keepers name) Conſtantia ; more 
Grief would not ler him utter; Tears the Zeſt 


Expreſſers of true Sorrow, ſpoke the reſt. 


5 q- 
To which his noble friend did thus reply: 
And was this all! VVhat cer your grief would eaſe 
Tho far greater task, believ't for thee 
It ſhould be foon done by Philocrates ; 
Think all you wiſh pertorm'd, but ſee, the day 
Tyr with its heat is haſtning now away. 


C 2 
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56. 
Home from the ſilent Woods, night bids them go, 
But ſad Philet#s can no comfort find, 
What in the day be fears of future woe, 
At nightin dreams, like truth, affrights his mind, 
Why do'ſt thou vex him, Love cou'd(t thou but ſee, 
Thou would'ſ{ thy ſelf Philet#s Rival be. 


57: 
Philocrates pity ing his doleful mone, 
And wounded with the Sorrows of his friend, 
Brings him to fair Coxſeartia 3 where alone 
He might impart his love, and either end 
His fruitleſs hopes, nipt by her coy diſdain, 
Or by her liking, his wifht Joys attain. 


58, 
Faireſt (aid he) whom the bright Heavens do cover, 
Do not theſe tears, theſe ſpeaking tears, deſpiſe, 
Theſe heaving ſiehs of a ſubmiſſrve Lover, 
Thas ftruck to th' earth by your all dazling eye. 
na do not you contemn that ardent flame, 
Which from your ſelf, Tour own fair Beauty came. 


39+ 
Truſt me, T long have hid my Love, but now 
Am forc'd to ſhow't, ſuch is my inward ſmart, Bk 
And you alone ( fair Saint) the means do know 
To heal the wound of my conjuming heart. 
Then 2 it only in your power doth lie 
To kill, or ſave, Oh help! orel(e T die, 


60, 


His gently cruel Love did thus reply ; 

I for your pain am grieved, and would do 

Without impeachment of my Chaſtity 

And honor, any thing might pleaſure you. 
But if beyond thoſe limits you demand, 
I muſt not anſwer (Sir) nor underſtand. 


6I. 


Believe me virtuous Maiden, my deſire 

Is chaſt and pious, as thy Virgin thought, 

No flaſh of Luſt, 'tis no diſhoneſt fire 

Which goes as ſoon as it was quickly brought : Y 
But as thy beauty pure, which let not be 

Eclipſed by diſdain, and cruelty. 


adPHILETUS. 


bl 


Oh ! How ſhall I reply (ſhe cry'd) thou'ſt won 
My ſoul, and therefore take thy Victory : 
Thy eyes and ſpeeches have my heart o'rcome, 
And if Ihould deny thee love, then I 
Should be Tyrant to my ſelf ; that fire 
Which 1s kept cloſe, burns with the greateſt ire. 


63s | 
Yet do not count my yielding, lightneſs now, 
Impute it rather to my ardent Love, 
Thy pleaſing Carriage won me long ago, 
And pleading beauty did my liking move, 
Thy eyes which draw like loadſtones with their might 
The hardeſt hearts, won mine to leave me quite. 
64. 
Oh! Iam wrapt above the reach, ſaid he, 
Of thought, my Soul already feels the bliſs 
Of Heaven, when (Sweet) my thoughts once tax but thee 
With any crime, may I loſe all happineſs 
Is wiſht for : both your favour here, and dead, 
May the just gods pour Vengeance on my head. 


65. 
Whilſt he was ſpeaking this (behold their Fate) 
Conſtantia's Father centred in the room, 
When glad Ph:letws ignorant of his ſtate, 
Kiſſes her cheeks, more red than ſetting Sun : 
Orelfe the morn, bluſhing through clouds of water, 
To ſee aſcending Sol congratulate her. 


66. 
Juſt as the guilty Priſoner fearful ſtands 
Reading his fatal Theta in the brows 
'Of him, who both his life and death commands, 
Ere from his mouth he the ſad ſentence knows. 
Such was his ſtate to fee her Father come, ' 
Nor wiſh'd for, nor expeded in the room; 


67. 
Tir inrag'd old man bids him no more to dare 
Such bold intruſion in that houſe, nor be 
At any time with his lov'd Daughter there 
Till he had given him ſuch authority : 
But to depart, ſince ſhe her love did ſhew him 
Was living death, with ling'ring torments to him. 


68. This 
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68. 
; This being known to kind Philocrates, | 
© He chears his friend, bidding him baniſh fear, 
And by ſome Letter his griev'd mind appeale, 
And ſhew her that which to her friendly car 
Time gave no leaveto tell, and rhus his quill 
Declares to her the abſent Lovers will. 


—=—_ 
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The LeTTE x. 


PHILETUS CONSTANTIA, 


You to forget, or doult my ardent Love 

r were there any means to ſee you, I 
Would run through Death, and all the miſery 
Fate could infli&, that ſo the World might ſay, 
In Life and Death I lov'd Conſtantia. 
Then let not (deareſt ſweet ) onr abſence part 
Our loves, but each breaſt keep the others heart ;, 
Give warmth to one another, till there riſe 
From all our labours, and our induſtries 
The long expeded finits ; have patience (Sweet) 
There's no man whom the Summer pleaſures greet 
Before he taſte the Winter, none can ſay, 
Ere Night was gone, he ſaw the riſing Day. 

So when we once have waited Sorrows night, 

The Sun of Comfort then ſhall give ws light. 


I Truſt (dear Soul) my abſence cannot move 
0 


Philetus. 


pO 
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This when Corſtantia read, ſhe thought her ſtate 
Moſt happy by Philet#s Conſtancy, 

And perfect Love: ſhe thanks her flattering Fate, 
Kiſſes the Paper, till with kiffing ſhe 

The welcome CharaRers doth dull ard ſtain, 
Then thus with Ink and Tears writes back again, 


C O N- 


mdlPHILETUS 


CONSTANTIAtoPHILETUS: 


Neither forget, nor doubt your Conſtancys 
r need you fear, that I ſhould yield unto 

Another, what to your true Love is due. 
My heart is yours, it is not in my claim, 
Nor have 1 power to take it back, again. 
There's nought but death can part our Souls, no time 
Or angry Friends, ſhall make my Love decline : 

But for the harveſt of our hopes I'll ſtay, 

Unleſs Death cut it, ere "tis ripe, away. 


Y abſence (Sir) tho it be long, yet I 
0 


Conſtantia. 


70. 
Oh ! how this Letter ſeem'd to raiſe his pride ! 
Prouder was he of this than Phaetoz, 
When he did Phebas flaming Chariot guide, 
Unknowing of the danger was to come. 
Prouder than Faſoz, when from Colchos he 
Returned with the Fleeces Victory. 


71. 
But ere the Autumn, which fair Ceres crown'd, 
Had paid the ſweating Plowman's greedieſt prayer 3 
And by the Fall diſrob'd the gaudy ground 
Of all thoſe Ornaments 1t us'd to wear, 
Them kind Philocrates to each other brought, 
Where they this means t' enjoy their freedom wrought. 


7ls 
Sweet fair one, {aid Philetus, fince the time 
Favours our wiſh, and does afford ws leave 
T' enjoy our loves, Oh let us not reſign 
This long'd for favour, nor our ſelves bereave 
Of what we wiſh'd for opportunity, 
That may too ſoon the wings of Love out-fly. 


73: 
For when your Father, as his Cuſtom is, 
For pleaſure doth purſue the tim'rous Hare, 
If you'll reſort but thither, I'll not miſf 
Tobe in thoſe Woods realy for you, where 
We may depart in ſafety, and no more 
With dreams of pleaſure only, heal our ſore, 


CONSTANTIA4 


74 
To this the happy Lovers ſoon agree; 
But ere they part, Phzletz begs to hear 
From her inchanting voices melody, 
One Song to ſatisfie bis longing ear : 
She yields; and finging, added to defire; 
The liſtning Youth increas'd his amorous fire. 
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[. 


Tme flie with greater ſpeed away, 
Add feathers to thy wings, 
Till thy haſte in flying brings 
That wiſht for and expeFed Day. 


I. 
Comforts Sun, we then ſhall ſee, 
Tho at firſt it darkened be, 
With dangers, yet thoſe Clouds but gone 
Our Day will put his luſtre on, 


III. 
Then tho Deaths ſad night appear, 


And we in lonely ſilence reſt ; 
Our ec or Souls no more ſhall fear, 
But with laſting day be Bleſs. 


IV.. 


And then no friends can part us more, 
Nor n0 new death extend its power 3 
Thus there's nothing can diſſever, 

Hearts which Love hath joyn'd together. 


T5e 
Fear of being ſeen, Philetys homeward drove, 
But ere they part ſhe willingly doth give 
(As faithful pledges of her conſtant love) 
Many a ſoft Kiſs, then they each other leave, 
Wrapt up with ſecret joy that they have found 
A way to heal the torment of their wound. 
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76. 
But e'cr the Sun through many days had run, 
Conſtantia's charming Beauty had o'crcome 
Gaiſardo's Heart, and ſcorn'd Aﬀettion won, 
Her Eyes ſoon conquer'd all they ſhone upon, 
Shot through his wounded Heart ſuch hot Deſire, 
As nothing bur her Love could quench the Fire. 


7 [ 
In Roofs which Gold and Parian Stone adorn 
(Proud as the Owners Mind) he did abound, 
In Fields fo fertile for their yearly Corn, 
As might contend with ſcorch'd Calabria's Ground ; 
But in his Soul, that ſhould contain the Store 
Of ſureſt Riches, he was baſe and poor. 


70, 
Him was Conſtantza urg'd continually 
By her Friends to love, ſometimes they did intreat 
With gentle Speeches, and mild Courteſie, 
Which when they ſee deſpis'd by her, they threat. 
But Love too deep was ſeated in her Heart 
To be worn out with Thought of any Smart. 


79- 
Soon did her Father to the Woods repair, 
To ſeek for Sport, and hunt the ſtarted Game ; 
Guiſardo and Philocrates were there, 
With many Friends, too tedious here to name, 
With them Conſtantia went, but not to find 
The Bear or Wolf, but Love all mild and kind, 


80. 


Being entred in the pathleſs Woods, while they 

Purſue their Game, Philetus, who was late 

Hid ina Thicket, carries ſtrait away 

His Love, and haſtens his own haſty Fate, 
That came roo ſoon upon him, and his Sun, 
Was quite eclips'd before it fully ſhone. 


82. 


Conſtantia miſs'd, the Hunters in a maze, 
Take each a ſeveral Courſe, and by curſt Fate 
Guifardo runs, with a Love-carried Pace 
Towards them, who little knew their woful State : 
Philetus, like bold {carus, ſoaring high 
To Honours, found the depth of Miſery, 
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For when Gziſardoſees his Rival there, 

Swelling with envious Rage, he comes behind 

Philetus, who ſuch Fortune did not tcar, 

And with his Sword a way to's Heart docs find. 
But cer his Spirits were poſſeſs'd of Death, 
In theſe few Words he ſpent his lateſt Breatl 


83, 
O ſee Conſtantia, my ſhort Race 7s rn, 
See how my Blood the thirſty Ground doth die, 
But live thou happier than thy Love hath done, 
And when Pm dead, think ſometimes upon me. 
More my ſhort time permits me not to tel/, 
For now Death ſeizeth me, My dear farewel. 


84. 
As ſoon as he had ſpoke theſe Words, Life fled 
From his pierc'd Body, whilſt Conſtantia ſhe 
Kiſſes his Checks that loſe their lively red, 
And become pale and wan, and now cach Eye 
Which was ſo bright, is like, when Life was done, 
A Star that's faln, or an eclipſed Sun. | 


35. 
Thither Philocrates was driv'n by Fate, 
And faw his Friend lie bloeding on the Earth ; 
Near his pale Corps his weeping Siſter ſate, 
Her Eyes ſhed Tears, her Heart to Sighs gave birth. 
Philocrates when he ſaw this did cry, 
Friend, I'll revenge or bear thee company. 


06. 


Juſt Jove hath ſent me to revenge this Fate, 
Nay, ſtay Guifardo, think not Heav'n in jeſt, 
'Tis vain to hope Flight can ſecure thy ſtate ; 
Then thruſt his Sword into the Villain's Breait. 
Here, ſaid Philecrates, thy Life I ſend 
A Sacrifice, t appeaſe my ſlaughter d Friend. 


37. 
But as hefell, 7Take this Reward, faid he, 
For thy new Viftory : with that he flung 
Hisdarted Rapier at his Enemy, 
Which hit his Head, and in his Brain.-pan hung. 
With thar he falls, but lifring up his Eyes, 
Farewel Conſtantia, that Word ſaid, he dies. 


83, What - 
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What ſhall ſhe do ? ſhe to her Brother runs, 
His cold and lifclefs Body does embrace 3 
She calls to him that cannot hear her Moans, 
And with her Kiſſes warms his clammy Face, 
My dear Philocrates, ſhe weeping cries, 
Speak to thy Siſter; bur no Voice replies. 


8g. 
Then running to her Love with many a Tear, 
Thus her M nds fervent Paſſion ſhe expreſt, 
O ſtay (bleſt Soul) ſtay bura little here, 
And take me with you to a laſting Reſt. 
Then tv E!y/fums Manſions both ſhall flie, 
Be married there, and never more to die. 


9O. 
Bur ſeeing 'em both dead ; ſhe cry'd, Ah me, 
Ai my Philetus ! tor thy ſake will I 
Make up a tull and pertect Tragedy, 
Since *rwas for me (dear Love) that thou didſt die : 
[il follow thee, and not thy Loſs deplore, 
Thcic Eyes that ſaw thee kill'd, ſhall ſee no more. 


gn, 
It ſhall not ſure be ſaid that thou didfſt die, 
And thy Conftautia live when thou waſt ſlain : 
No, no, dear Soul, I will not ſtay from thee, 
That will refle& upon my valued Fame. 
Then piercing her fad Breaſt, I come, ſhe cries, 
And Death for ever closd her weeping Eyes. 


92. 
Her Soul being ſled to its eternal Reſt, 
Her Father comes, and ſceing this he falls 
To th' Earth, with Grict to great to be expreſt - 
Whoſe doletul Words my tired Muſe me calls 
T overpaſs, which I moſt gladly do, for tear 
Thatl ſhould coil too much the Readers Far. 
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To the Right Worſhipful, my very Loving Maſter 


MLAMBERT OSBOLSTON, 


Chiet School-Maſter of Weſtminſter School. 


SIR, 

M: childiſh Muſe is in her Spring ; and yet 
Can only ſhew ſome budding of her Wit. 

One Frown upon her VVork (learn'd Sir) from you, 

Like ſome unkinder Storm ſhot from your Brow, 

Would turn her Spring towith'ring Autumnstime, 

And make her Bloſſoms periſh eer their Prime. 

But if you [mile, if in your gracious Eye 

She an auſpicious Alpha can deſcry : 

How ſoon will they grow Fruit © How freſh appear, 

That had ſuch Beams their Infancy to chear : 

Which being ſprung to Ripeneſs, expett then 

The earlieſt Offering of her grateful Pen. 


Your moſt Dutiful Scholar 


ABR. Cowley. 
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PIRAMUS 


AND 


THISBE. 


I. 


| Hen Babylos's high Walls ereCted wete 
By mighty Nizus Wite 3 rwo Houſes join'd. 
Oae Thisbe liv'd in, Piramus the Fair 


In tother : Earth ne'r boaſted ſuch a Pair. 
The very ſenſeleſs Walls themſelves combin'd, 
And prew in one, juſt like their Maſters Mind. 


2, 
Thisbe all other Women did excell, 
The Queen of Love, leſs lovely was than ſhe : 
And Piramus more ſweet than Tongue can tell, 
Nature grew proud in framing them ſo well. 
But Yenxs envying they ſo fair ſhould be, 
Bids her Son Cupid ſhew his Cruelty. 
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MI 


3. 
The all-fubduing God his Bow doth bend, 


Whets and prepares his moſt remorſlcfs Dart, 
Which he unſeen unto their Hearts did ſend, 
And ſo was Loye the Cauſe of Beautics End. 
But could he ſee, he had not wrought their Smart : 
For Pity ſure would have o'crcome his Hearr. 


4+ 
Like as a Bird which in the Net is ta'en, 
By "ſtruggling more entangles in the Gin 3 
So they who in Love's Labyrinth remain, 
With ſtriving never can a Freedom pain, 
The way to enter's broad ; but being in, 
No Art, no Labour can an Exrt win. 


'# 
Theſe Lovers, tho their Parents did reprove 


Their Fires, and watch'd their Deed with Jealouſie, 
Tho in theſe Storms no Comfort can remove 
The various Doubts and Fears that cool hot Love : 
Tho he not hers, nor ſhe-his Face could fee, 
Yet this cannot aboliſh Love's Decree. 


6. 
For Age had crack'd the Wall which chem did part, 
This the unanimate Couple ſoon did ſpy, 
And here their inward Sorrows did impart, 
Unlading the ſad Burthen of their Hearr. 
Tho Love be blind, this ſhews he can deſcry 
A way to leſſen his own Miſery. ' 


F 
Oft to the friendly Cranny they reſort, 


And feed themſelves with che Celeſtial Air 

Ot odoriferous Breath 3 no other Sport 

They could enjoy, yet think the time but ſhort : 
And wiſh that it again renewed were, 
To ſuck each others Breath for ever there. 


8. 
Sometimes they did exclaim againſt their Fatc, 
And ſometimes they accus'd imperial Fove ; 
Sometimes repent. their Flames : bur all roo late ; 
The Arrow could not be recall'd their State 
Was firſt ordain'd by Jupiter above, 


And Cupid had appointed they ſhould loye, 
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9. 
They curs'd the Wall that did their Kiſſes part, . 
And to the Stones their mournful Words they ſent, "= 
As if they ſaw the Sorrow of thaiz. Heart, I} 
And by their Tears could underand their Smart : 
But it was hard, and knew not what they meant, 
Nor with their Sighs (alas! ) would it relent. 


I'O 
This in effeCt they ſaid 3 Curs'd Wal, O why 
Wilt thou our Bodies ſever, whoſe true Love 
Breaks thorough all thy flinty Cruelty : 
For both our Souls ſo cloſely joined lie, 
That nought but angry Death can them remove, 
And tho he part them, yet. they'll meet above. 


TT, 


Abortive Tears from their fair Eyes out-flow'd, 
And damm'd the lovely Splendor of their Sighr, 
Which ſeem'd like 7:za», whilſt ſome watry Cloud 
O'crſpreads his Face, and his bright Beams doth ſhroud. 
Till Yeſper chas'd away the conquer'd Light, 
And forceth them (tho loth) to bid Good night. 


I2. 


But &er Aurora, Uſher to the Day, 

Began with welcome Luſtre'to appear, 

The Lovers riſe, and at the Cranny they 

Thus to each other, their Thoughts open lay, | 
With many a Sigh and many a ſpeaking Tear, As 
Whoſe Grief the pitying Morning bluſ'd to hear. 


I3 
Dear Love (ſaid Piramus) how long ſhall we 
Like faireſt Flowers, not garters in their Prime, 
Wafte precious Youth, and let Advantage flee, 
Till we bewail (at laſt) our Cruelty _ 
Upon our ſelves, for Beauty, tho it ſhine 
Like Day, will quickly find an Evening time. 


I4. 
Therefore (ſweet Thisbe) let us meet this Night 
At Ninus Tomb without the City Wall, 
Onder the Mulberry-tree, with Berries white 
Abounding, there t njoy our wiſht Delight: 
For mounting Love flopt in its Gourſe doth fall, 
And long 'd for, yet untaſted, Foy kills all. 
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I5, 
Whart tho our cruel Parents angry be ? 
What tho our Friends (alas!) are too unkind ? 
Time that now offers quickly mgy deny, 
And ſoon hold back fit opportunity. 
Who lets ſlip Fortune, he ſhall never find 
Occaſion once paſt by, is bald behind. 


| -. x0. 
She foon agreed to that which he requir'd, 
For little Wooing needs where both conſent 3 
Whar he ſo long had pleaded, ſhe defir'd ; 
Which Yenus ſecing, with blind Chance conſpir'd, 
And many a charming accent to her ſent, 
That ſhe (ar laſt) would fruſtrate their intent. 


I7. 

Thus Beauty is by Beauty's means undone, 
Striving to cloſe thoſe Eyes that make her bright ; 
Juſt like the Moon, which ſeeksr' eclipſe the Sun, 
Whence all her Splendor, all her Beams do come : 
So ſhe, who fetcherh Luſtre from their Sight, 


Doth purpole to deſtroy their glorious Light. 


I8. 
Unto the Mulberry-tree fair Thube came; 
Where having reſted long, art laſt ſhe 'gan 
Againſt her Piramu for to exclaim | 
Whilſt various Thoughts turmoil her troubled Brain : 
And imitating thus the Silver Swan, 
A little while before her Death ſhe ſang. 


The SON G 


I. | 
Ome Love, why ftayeſt thou 2 the Night 
Will vaniſh &er we taſte Delight : 


T he Moon obſcures her ſelf from fight, 
Thou abſent, whoſe Eyes give her Liehr. 


. 


Il; 
Come quickly, Dear, be brief as Time, 
Or we by Morn ſhall be oertd'en, 
Loves Joy's thine own, as well as mine, 
Spend not therefore the Time in vain. 


and T H T $ B E. 


I9. 
Here doubtful Thoughts broke off her plealant Scyg, 
And for her Lovers ſtay ſent many a Sigh, 
Her P:ramus (he thought did tarry long, 
And that his Abſence did her too much wrong. 
Then berwixt Longing Hope and Jcalouſic, 
She tears, yet's loth to tax his Loyalty. 


2 0» 


Sometimes {he thinks that he hath her forſaken ; 

Sometimes that Danger hath befallen him 3 

She fears that he another Love hath taken z 

Which being but 1magin'd ſoon doth waken 
Numberleſs Thoughts, which on her Heart did fling 
Fears, that her future Fate too truly ſing. 


2TI, 


While ſhe thus muſing ſat, ran from the Wood 

An angry Lion to the cryſtal Springs 

Near to that place 3 who coming trom his Food, 

His Chaps were all beſmear'd with crimſon Blood : 
Swiſter than Thought, ſweer 7hisbe ſtrair begins 
To fly from him, Fear gave her Swallows Wings. 


22, 


As ſhe avoids the Lion, her Deſire 
Bids her to ſtay, left Piramws ſhould come, 
And be devour'd by the ſtern Lion's ire, 
So ſhe for ever burn in unquencht Fire ; 
Bur Fear expels all Reaſons, ſhe doth run 
Into a darkſome Cave, ne'c ſeen by Sun. 


23. 
With haſte ſhe let her looſer Mantle fall : 
Which when th inraged Lion did eſpy, 
With bloody Teeth he tore in pieces ſmall, 
Whilſt 7h:sberan and look'd not back ar all. 
For could the ſenſleſs Beaſt her Face deſcry, 
It had not done her ſuch an Injury. 


24- 
The Night half waſted Pramas did come; 
- Who ſecing printed in the yielding Sand 
The Lion's Paw, and by the Fountain ſome 
Of 7hisbe's Garment, Sorrow ſtruck him dumb : 
Juſt like a Marble Statue did he ſtand, 
Cut by ſome skilful Gravers artful hand. 


"PIRAMUS 
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25. 
Recovering Breath, at Fate he did exclaim, 
Waſhing with Tears the torn and bloody Weed : 
I may, faid he, my ſelf for her Death blame, 
Therefore my Blood ſhall waſh away that Shame : 
Since ſhe is dead, whoſe Beauty deth exceed 
Al that frail Man can either hear or read. 


' 2.6. 
This ſpoke, he drew his fatal Sword, and faid 5 
Receive my Crimſon Blood, as a due Debt 
Unto thy Conſtant Love to which 'tis paid < 
I firait will meet thee in the pleaſant Shade 
Of cool Elyfium 3 where we being met, 
Shall tafte thoſe Joys, that here we conld not get. 


27. 
Then through his Breaſt thruſting his Sword, Life hies 
From him, and he makes haſte to ſeek his Fair. 
And as upon the colour'd Ground he lies, 
His Blood had dropt upon the Mulberries : 
With which th* unſpotted Berries ſtained were, 
And ever fince with red they colour'd are. 


| 28. 
Ar laſt fair 7þz5be left the Den, for fear 
Of diſappointing P:ramus, ſince ſhe 
Was bound by Promiſe for to meet him there : 
But when ſhe ſaw the Berries changed were 
From white to black, ſhe knew not certainly 
It was the place where they agreed to be. 


. 29. 
With what Delight through the dark Cave ſhe came, 
Thinking to tell how ſhe efcap'd the Beaſt ; 
But when ſhe faw her Prames lie ſlain, 
Ah! how perplext did her ſad Soul remain : 
She tears her Golden Hair, and beats her Breaſt, 
And every lign of raging Grief expreſt. 


30. 

She blames all-powerful Fove, and ſtrives to take 

His bleeding Body from the moiſtned Ground. 

She kiſſes his pale Face till ſhe doth make 

It red with Kiſſing, and then ſecks to wake 
His parting Soul with mourntul Words, his wound 
Waſhes wtth Tears, that her ſweet Speech confound. 


and T HISSB E. 


2T. 
But afterwards recovering Breath, faid ſhe, 
Alas ! what Chance hath parted Thee and I? 
0 tell what Evil hath befaln to thee, 
That of thy Death 7 may a Partner be : 
Tell Thisbe what hath causd this Tragedy. 
He hearing 7hisbe's Name, lifts up his Eye. 


32, 
And on his Loye he rais'd his dying Head : 
Where ſtriving long for Breath, ar laſt ſaid he, 
0 Thisbe, 7 am haſting to the Dead, 
And cannot heal that Wound my Fear hath made : 
Farewel, ſweet Thisbe, we muſt parted be, 
For angry Death will force me ſoon from thee. 


33 
Life did from him, he trom his Miſtreſs part, 
Leaving his Love to languiſh here in wo. 
What ſhall ſhe do2 How ſhall ſhe eaſe her Heart ? 
Or with what Language ſpeak her inward Smart ? 
Uſurping Paſſion Reaſon doth o'erflow, 
She vows that with her Piramus ſhe'll go. 


34" 
Then takes the Sword wherewith her Love was ſlain, 
With Piramus his crimſon Blood warm {till ; 
And faid, O ſtay (left Soul) a while refrain, 
That we may go together, and remain 
In endleſs ' hy and never fear the Ill 
Of grudging Friends. Then ſhe her ſelf did kill. 


35: 
To tell what Grief their Parents did ſuſtain, 
Were more than my rude Quill can overcome, 
Much they did weep and prieve, bur all in vain, 
For Weephig calls not back the Dead again. 
Both in one Graye were laid, when Life. was done, 
'. And theſe few Words were writ upon the Tomb. 
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Naderneath this Marble Stone, 
Lie two Beauties join'd in one. 


Il. 


Two whoſe Loves Death could not ſever, 
For both livd, both dy'd together. 


II. 


Two whoſe Souls, being too divine 
For Earth, in their own Sphere now ſhine. 


IV. 


Who have left their Loves to Fame, 
And their Earth to Earth again. 
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A N 
ELEGY 
ON 
The Dzarn of the Right Honourable Dud- 


ley Lord Carleton, Viſcount Dorcheſter, 
late Principal Secretary of State. ©. 


HE Infernal Sifters did a Council cat © 
[ Of all the Fiends, to the Black Stygian Hall ; 
dire Tartarean Monſters, hating light, 

Beget by diſmal Erebus, and Night ; 

Where'er dſþers d abroad, hearing the Fame 

Of their accur rjed meeting, thither came. 

Revenge, whoſe. greedy mind no Blood can fil, 
And Envy, never ſatis fi d with il}. 

Thither blind Boldneſs, and impatient Rage, 
Reſorted, with Deaths neighbour, enviows Ape : 
Theſe to oppref the Earth, the Furies ſent, 

The Council thus diſſol#d, an angry Feaver, 
Whoſe quenchleſs thirſt, by Blood was ſated never + 
Envying the Riches, Honoar, Greatneſs, Love, 
And Vertue ( Load ſtone, that all theſe did move 
Of Noble CARLETON 3 him ſhe took away, 
And like a greedy Vulture ſeiz'd her Prey : 

Weep with me each who either reads or hears, 
And know his loſs deſerves his Countries Tears + 
The Muſes loft a Patron by bis Fate, 
Vertue a Husband; and a Prop the State z 
Sol's Chorus weeps, and to adorn his Herſe. 
Calliope Would ſing a Tragick Verſe. 
And had there been before no Spring of theirs, 
They would have made a Hellicon with tears, 
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The Ds arn of my loving Friend and Cou- 


ſin, Mr. Richard (larke, late of Lincolns-Ian, 


Gent. 


I was decreed by ſtedfaſt Deſtiny, 


(The World from Chaos turn'd ) that all ſhonld die. 

ewho dur? fearlef paſs black Acheron 
And dangers of the Infernal Region, 
Leading Hells tripple Porter captivate, 
Was overcome himſelf, by Conquering Fate. 
The Roman Tully's pleaſing Eloquence, 
Which in the Ears did lock up every Sence 
Of the rapt hearer 5 his melifluous breath 
Could not at all charm unremorſieſs Death, 
Nor Solon, ſo by Greece admir'd, could ſave 
Fae with all his Wiſdom, from the Grave. 
Stern Fate brought Maro to bis Funeral Flame, | 
And would have ended in that fire bis Fame, 
Burning thoſe lofty Lines which now (hall be 
Times Conquerors, and out-laſt Eternity. 
Even ſo lov'd Clarke from Death mo ſcape could find, 
Tho arm d with great Alcides valiant mind. 
He was adorn'd, in years though far more young, 
With learned Cicera's, or a ſweeter Tongue. 
And could dead Virgil hear his lofty ſtrain, 
He would condemn his own to fire again. 
His Yeuth a Solon's Wiſdaw did preſage, 
Had Enviows Time but given him Solon's age, 
Who would not therefore nom, if Learnings friend, 
Bewail his fatal and untimely end ? 
Who hath ſuch hard, ſuch unrelenting Eyes, 
As not to weep when ſo much Vertue dies $ 
7 he God of Poets doth in darkneſs ſhrowd 
His glorious face, and weeps behind a Cloud. 
The doleful Muſes thinking now to write 
Sad Elegies, their tears confound their ſight : 
But hizs to Elyfiums laſting ozs they bring, 
1 here winged Angels his ſad Requiems ſing. A.'C- 
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A Drean of Elyſium. 


[Y Heb# expelPd by the approdching Night 
Bluſh'd, and for ſhame clos'd in Fis baſhful light, 
hile I with leaden Morphews overcome, 
The Muſe whom [ adore, enter'd the Room : 
Her Hair with looſer curioſity, 
Did on her comely back difhevel'd lie : 
Her eyes with ſuch attrraQtive beauty ſhone, 
As might have wak'd ſleeping Endymion. 
She bid me riſe, and promig'd I ſhould ſee 
Thoſe Fields, thoſe Manfions of Felicity, 
We Mortals ſo admire at - Speaking thus, 
She lifts me up upon wing'd Pegaſas, 
On whom Irid; knowing where ever ſhe 
Did go, that place muſt needs a Tempe be. 
No ſooner was my flying Courſer come 
To the beſt dwellings of Ely/mm : 


' A Dream of Elyſium. 


When ſtraight a thouſand unknown joys reſort, 
And hemm'd me round : Chaſt loves innocuons ſport. 
A thouſand Sweets, bought with no following Gall, 
Joys, not like ours, ſhort, but. perpetual. 

How many objeQs charm my Wand'ring Eye, 

And bid my Soul graze there eternally ? 

Here in full ſtreams, Bacchus thy Liquor flows, 
Nor knows to ebb : here Juves broad Tree beſtows 
Diſtilling Hony, here doth Ne@ar pals 

With copious current through the verdant Graſs. 
Here Hyacinth his fate writ in his looks, 

And thou Narciſſzs loving ſtill the Brooks, 
Oncelovely boys ; and Acis now a Flower, 

Are nouriſt'd, with that rarer herb, whoſe power 
Created thee, Wars potent God, here grows 

The ſpotleſs Lilly, and the bluſhing Roſe. 

And all thoſe divers ornaments abound, 

That variouſly may paint the gawdy ground. 

No Willow, Sorrows Garland, there hath room, 
Nor Cypreſs, ſad attendant of a Tomb 

None but Apolo's Tree, and th'Ivy Twine 
Embracing the ſtout Oak, the fruitful Vine, 

And Trees with golden Apples loaded down, 

On whoſe fair tops ſweet Phzlomel alone, 
Unmindful of her former miſery, 

Tunes with her voice a raviſhing Harmony. 
Whilſt all the murnmvuring Brooks that glide along, 
Make up a burthen to her pleaſing Song. 

No Scritch Owl, fad companion of the Night, 

No, hideous Raven with prodigious flight 
Preſaging future Ill, Nor, Progze, thee 

Yet ſpotted with young [tis Tragedy, 

Thoſe Sacred Bowersreceive. There's nothing there, 
That isnot pure, all innocent, and rare. 

Turning my greedy fight another way, 

Under a row of ſtorm-contethning Bay, 

I ſaw the Thraciar Singer with his lyre 

Teach the deaf ſtones to bear him, and admire. 
Himthe whole Poets Chorws. compaſs'd round, 

All whom the Oak, all whom the Lawrel crown'd. 
There, baniſh'd 0»3d had a laſting home, 

Better than thou could'lt give ungrateful Rowe ; 
And Lycan (ſpight of Nero) in each vein 

Had every drop of his ſpilt Blood again: 

Homer, Sol's firſt-born, was not poor or blind, 

But ſaw as well in Body as in'mind. 

_ Twby, grave Cato, Solon, and thexeſt 

Of Greece's admird Wiſe-men, : here poſleſt 

A large reward for their paſt deeds, and gain 

A life, ageyerlaſting as their Fame. 


%. 


A Dream of Elyſium. 


By theſe the valiant Heroes take their place; 
All who ſtern Death and perils did embrace 
For Vertues cauſe; great Alexander there 
Laughs at the Earths ſmall Empire, and did wear 
A nobler Crown, than the whole World could give. 
Theredid Hvratizs, Cocles, Sceva live, 

And valiant Decizs, who now freely ceaſe 
From War, and purchaſe an Eternal Peace, 

Next them beneath a Myrtle Bower, where Doves, 
And gall-leſs Pigeons build their neſts, all Loves 
True faichful Servants with an amorous kiſs, 

And ſoft embrace, enjoy their greedieſt wiſh. 
Leander with his beauteous Heroe plays, 

Nor are they parted with dividing Seas. 

Porcia enjoys her Brutus, Death no more 

Can now divorce their Wedding, as before. 
Thisbe ner Piramws Kkilgd, his Thisbe be 
Embrac'd, each blefs'd with Yothers company. 
And every couplealways dancing, ſing 

Eternal pleaſures to Elyſiums King. 

But ſee how ſoon theſe pleaſures tade away, 

How near to evening is delights ſhort day 2 

The watching Bird, true Nuncizs of the Light, 
Straight crowd : and all the vaniſht from my ſight, 
My very Muſe her ſelf forſook me too. 

Me grief and wonder wak'd: What ſhouldI do ? 
Oh ! let me follow thee (ſaidT) and go' 

From life, that I may dream for ever ſo. 

With that my flying Myſe I thought to claſp 

| Within my arms, but did a ſhadow graſp. 

Thus chiefeſt joys glide with the ſwifteſt ſtream, 
And all our greateſt pleaſyre's but a Dream. 


A. C. 


ACC , —_— 


On Hu Majeſties return out of Scotland. 


Reat Charles : there ſtop you Trumpeters of Fame, 
(For he who. ſpeaks his Titles, his great Name 

Mutt have a breathing time) Our King: ſtay there, 
Speak by degrees, let the inquiſitive ear 
Be held in doubt, and ere you ſay, Is come, 
Let every heart prepare a ſpatious Room 
For ample joys: then Io ſing as loud 
ASthunder ſhot from the divided cloud. 
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On his Majeities return out of Scotland. 
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Let Cygn# pluck from the Arabian waves 
The ruby of the Rock, the Pearl that paves 
Great Neptunes Court, let every Sparrow bear 
From the three Siſters weeping bark a tear. 
Let ſpotted Lynces their ſharp tallons fill 
With Cryſtal fetch'd from the Promethear hill. 
Let Cytherea's Birds freſh wreaths compoſe, 
Knitiing the pale-facd Lily with the Roſe. 
Let the (elf-gotten Phoenix rob his neſt, 
Spoil his own Funeral pile, and all his beſt 
Of Myrrhe, of Frankincenſe, of Caſſza bring, 
To ſtrew the way for our returned King. 
Let every polt a Panegyrick wear, 
Each wall, cach Pillar gratulations bear : 
And yet let no man invocate a Miſfe ; 
The very matter willit (elf infuſe 
A (acred fury. Let the merry Bells 
(For unknown joys work unknown miracles) 
Ring without help of Sextox, and-preſage 
A new-made holy-day for future age. 

And if the Ancients us'd to dedicate 
A golden Temple to propitious fate, 
At the return of any Noble-men, 
Of Heroes, or of Emperors, we muſt then 
Raiſe up a double Trophee, for their fame 


Was bur the ſhadow of our CHARLES his name. 


Who is there where all Vertues mingled flow ? 
Where no defects or imperfe&ions grow ? 
Whoſe head is always crown'd with ViRory, 
Snatch'd from Belor2's hand 3 him luxury 

In Peace debilitates, whoſe tongue can win 
Tully's own Garland, pride to him creeps in. 
On whom (like Atlzs ſhoulders) the propt ſtate 
(As he were Primnnm Mobile of fate) 

Solely relies 3 him blind ambition moves, 

His Tyranny the bridled ſubjeCt proves. 

But all thoſe vertues which they all poſleſt 
Divided, are collected in thy brelt, 

Creat Charles! Let Ceſar boaſt Parſalia's light, 
Honoris praiſe the Parthians unfeigned flight. 
Let Alexander call himſelf Foves Peer, 

And place his Image near the Thunderer, 

Yet while our Charles with equal balance reigns 
'T wixt Mercy and 4ſtrea; and maintains 

-A noble Peace, *tis he, 'tis only he 
Who is moſt near, moſt like the Deity. 


A E—o— 


A SONG 
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A Son 6s on the ſame. 


Exce clouded looks, hence briny tears, | 
Hence eye, that ſorrows livery wears. 
hat tho a while Apollo pleaſe + 

To vifit the Antipodes 2 | 
Tet he returns, and with his light 

Expels what he hath caus'd, the night. 

What tho the Spring vaniſh away, | 

And with it the Earths Form decay? 

Yet his new birth will ſoon reſtore 

What its departure took before. 

What tho we miſs'd our abſent King 

Awhile 2 Great Charles is come agen, 

And, with his preſence makes us know . \ 

The gratitude to Heaven we owe, 

So doth a cruel ſtorm impart 

And teach us Palinurus Art. 

So from ſalt floods, wept by our eyes, 

, A joyful Venus doth ariſe, 
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. ſe 
| Eſt the miſyudging World ſhould chance to fay; 
I durſt not but in ſecretmwarmurs pray, 
To whiſper in Foves'ear, _ 
How much I wiſh that Funeral, | 
Or gape at ſuch a great ones fall, 
This let all hear, "__ 
And future times in my ſoul piQture ſee 
What I abhor, what I deſire to be. 


2. 
I would not be a Puritan, tho he 
Can Preach two hours, and yet his Sermon be 
But half a quarter long, 
Tho from his old mechanick trade. 
By Viſion he's a Paſtor made, OP 
| His Faith was grown ſo ſtrong. 
Nay tho he think to gain falvation, _ 
By calling th? Pope the Whore of Babylon. 


G 


"_ 3. I would 


I would not be a School-maſter, tho he 

His Rods no leſs than Faſces ſeems to be, 
Tho he in many a place, 

Turns Lily oftner than his gowns, 

Till at the laſt he make the Nowns 
Fight with the Verbs apace. 

Nay tho he can in a Poetick heat, 

Figures, born ſince, out of poor Yirgzl bear. 


4. 
I would not be Juſtice ef Peace, tho he 
Can with equality divide the Fee, 
And ſtakes with his Clerk draw : 
Nay tho he fit upon the place 
Of Judgment with a learned face 
Intricate as the Law. 
And whilſt he mul&s enormitics demurely, 
Breaks Priſcians head with ſentences ſecurely. 


5. 
I would not be a Courtier, tho he 
Makes his whole life the trueft Comedy : 
Altho he be a man 
In whom the Taylors forming Art, 
And nimble Barber claim more part 
Than Nature her ſelf can. 
Tho, as he uſes men, *tis his intent 
To put off death too, with a Complement. 
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From Lawyers tongues, tho they can ſpin with caſe 
The ſhorteſt cauſe intoa Paraphraſe, 


( For ſwallowing up yall Heirs ſo faſt 
Wichout all doubt they kt ar laſt) 
Make me all Innocence. 
Good Heaven 3 and from thy eyes, O Juſtice keep, 
For tho they be nor blind they're oft aſleep. 


From Singing-mens Religion, who are 
Always at Church juſt like the Crows, 'cauſe there 
They build themſelves a neſt. 
From too much Poetry, which ſhines 
With Gold in nothing bur irs lines, 
Free, O you Powers, my breſt. 
And from Aſtronomy within the Skies 
Finds Fiſh, and Bulls, yet doth but Tantalize, 
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8. From 
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Fom your Court-Madams Beauty, which doth carry 


At morning May, at night a January. 
From the graye City brow 
For thought it wantan R, it has ' 
The Letter of Pythagoras ) 
Keep me O Fortune now, 
And Chines of Beef innumerable ſend me, 
Or from the ſtomach of the Guard defend me, 


| 9- 
This only grant me: that my means may lie 
Too low for envy, tor contempt too high. 
Some honour 1 would have, 
Not from great deeds, but good alone, 
Th' unknowers are better than ill known 3 
Rumor can ope the Grave. 
Acquaintance I would have, bur when't depends 
Not from the Number, but Ipchoice of friends. 
\ 


10, 


Books ſhould, not buſineſs, entertain the light, 
And []cep, as undiſturb'd as death, the night. 
My houſe a Corrage more 

Than Palace, and ſhould fitting be 
For all my uſe, no luxury : 
My Garden painted o'er, 
With Natures hand, not arts, that pleaſures yield, 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. 


Ito 
Thus would I double my lifes fading ſpace, 
For he that runs it well, 'ewice runs his race. 
And in this true delight, 
Theſe unbought ſports, and happy ſtate, 
I would not fear, nor wiſh my fate, 
But boldly fay each night, 
To morrow let my Sun his beams diſplay, 
Or in Clouds hidethem ; I have liv'd to day. 


ELLE 


A Poetical Revenge. 


\ \ T Eftminſter- Hall a triend and I agreed 
To meet in; he ( ſome buſineſs 'twas did breed 
His abſence ) came not there ; I up did go 

To the next Court, for tho I could not know 
Much what they meant, yet I might ſce and hear 
( As moſt: SpeCtators do at Theatre ) 

Things very ſtrange 3' Fortune did ſeem to grace 
My coming there, and helpt meto a place. 

But being newly ſettled at rhe ſport, 

A ſemi-gentleman of th* Inns of Court, 

In a Satin Suir, redeem'd bur yeſterday 5 

One who is raviſh'd with a Cock-pit Play, 

Who prays God to deliver him from no evil 

» Beſides a Taylors Bill ; and fears no Devil 
Beſides a Sergeant, thruſt me from my ſeat: 

At which I gan to quarrel, till a nagt 

Man in a Ruft( whom therefore I did take 

For Barreſter ) open'd his mouthand ſpake : 
Boy, get you gone, this is no School : Oh no 3 
For if it were, all you Gown'd-men would go 
Up tor falſe Latin : they grew ſtraight to be 
Incens'd, I fear'd they would haye brought on me 
An AQton of Treſpaſs, till th* young man 
Aforeſaid, in the Satin Suit, bepan | 

To ſtrike me : doubtleſs there had been a fray, 
Had not I providently skipp'd away, 

Withour replying 3 for ro ſcold is ill, 

Where every congue's the Clapper of a Mill, 
And can out-ſound Homers Gradivus ; fo 

Away gotl; buterel far did go, 

I flung ( the Darts of wounding Poetry) 

' Theſe two or three ſharp curſes back: May he 
Be by his Father in his Study rook. - 

At Shake/pears Plays, inſtead of my Lord Coke. 
May he ( though all his writings grow as ſoon 

As Fleckno's out of eſtimation ) 

Get him a Poets name, and ſo neer come 

Into a Serjeants, or dead Judges room. 

May he become ſome poor Phyſicians prey, 

Who keeps men in that Conſcience in delay 

As he his Client doth, till his health be 

As far fetch as a Greek Nouns pedigree. 

Nay, tor all chat, may the Diſeaſe be gone 

Never but in the long Vacation. © -- | 


May Netghbours uſe all Quarrels to decide ; 
Bur it tor Law any to Londos ride, 
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Of all thoſe Clients may not one be his, 
Ualeſs he come in Forma Pauperis. 

Grant chis ye gods that favor Poetry, 
That all theſe never-ceafing tongues may be 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
To quarrel with a thread-bare Black 3 but ſpare 


Them who bare Scholars names, leſt ſome one take 


Spleen, and another /gnoramys make. 


= — 


To the Dutcheſs of Buckingham, 


F I ſhould ſay, that in your face were ſeen 
Natures beſt Picture of the Cyprian Queen 3 
It 1 ſhauld ſwear under Mizerva's Name, 
Peets ( who Prophets are ) foretold your fame, 
The future age would think it flattery, 
But to the preſent which can witneſs be, 
'Twould ſeem beneath your high deſerts as far, 
As you above the reſt ot Women are, 
When Mannors name with Y:lzers joyn'd I ſec, 
How dol reverence your Nobility ! 
But when the vertues of your Stock 1 view, 
(Envy'd in your dead Lord, admir'd in you ) 
[ halt adore them : for what Woman can 
Beſides your ſelf (nay I might fay what man) 
Bur Sex, and Birth, and Fate, and Years excel 
In Mind, in Fame, in Worth, in living well - 
Oh, how had this begot Idolatry, : 
If you had liv'd in the Worlds infancy 
When mans roo much Religion, made the beſt 
Or Deities, or Semi-god at leaſt 2 
But we, forbidden this by piery, 
Or, if we were not, by your modeſty, 
Will make our hearts an Altar, and there pray 
Not to, but for you, nor that'Ezg/aud may 
Enjoy your equal, when.you once are gone, 
But what's more poſlihle ro enjoy you long. 


_—_——— 


To his very much honoured Godfather, Mr. A. B. 


| fe ( for that upon the wings of Fame 


Shall perhaps mock Death or times Dart) my Name : 


I love it more becauſe 'twas given by you 3 
Tlove it moſt; becanle *twas your name roo. 

For if I chance to (lip, a conſcious ſhame + 

Piucks me, and bids me not defile your name. 
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I'm glad that City whom I ow'd before, 
( Bur ah me! Fate hath croſt that willing Score ) 
A Father, gave mea Godfather too, 
And I'm more glad, becauſe it gave me you ; 
Whom I may rightly think, and term to be 
Of the whole City an Epitome. 


I thank my (careful Fate, which found our one 
( When Nature had not licenced my tongue 
Farther than cries ) who ſhould my office do; 
I thank her more, becauſe ſhe found out you, 
In whoſe each look, I may a ſentence fee 3 
I whoſe each deed, a teaching Homily. 


How ſhall I pay this Debt ro you > My Fate 
Denies me [»dian Pearl or Perfran Plate. 
Which tho ir did nor, to requite you thus, 
Were to ſend Apples to Alcinous, 
And ſell the cunningſt way : No, when I can 
In every Leaf, in every Verſe write Man, 


When my Quill reliſheth a School no more, 

When my pen-fcather'd Muſe hath learnt to ſoar, 

And gotten wings as well as feet ; look then 

For equal thanks irom my unwearied Pen : | m 
Till future Apes ſay 3 *twas you did pive 
A name to me, andI made yours tolive. 


* 
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AnEuets yr onthe Death of Fohn Littleton, 
Eſquire, Son and Heir to Sir Thomas Little- 
ton, who was drowned leaping into the 
Water to fave his younger Brother. 


N D muſt theſe Waters ſmile again ? and play 
About the Shoar, as they did yeſterday ? 

Will the Sun court them ſtill £ and ſhall they ſhow 
No conſcious wrinkle furrow'd on their brow, 
That to the thirſty Traveller may ſay, 
I am accurſt, go turn ſome other way £ 

It is unjuſt ; black flood, thy guilt is more, 
Sprung from his loſs, than all thy watry ſtore 
Can give thee tears to mourn for : Birds (hall be 
And Beaſts henceforth afraid to drink with thee. 

What have I ſaid! my pious rage hath been 
Too hot, and afts whilſtit accaſeth fin. 


Thou 
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Thou'rt innocent 1 Loew, fill cher, and bright, 
Fit whence ſo pure a Soul ſhould take its flight. 


. How ts angry zeal confin'd! for he. 

MuS# quarrel with his Love and Piety, : 
That would revenge his death. Oh [ ſhall fin 
And wiſh anon he had leſs vertuons been. 

For when his Brother ( tears for him I'd ſpill, 

But they're all challeng'd by the greatey ill) 
Strugg/ed for life with the rude waves, he too 
Leapt in, and when hope no faint beam could ſhow, 
His Charity ſhone moſt 5 thou (halt, ſaid he, 

Live with me, Brother, or ll die with thee ;; 
And ſo he did : Hall he been thine O Rome, 

Thou wouldft have call'd his Death a Martyrdom, 
And Sainted him ; my Conſcience give me leave, 
Ill do ſoto : if fate will us bereave 

Of him we honour'd living, there muſt be 

A kind of Reverence to his memory, 

After his death : and where more juſt than here, 
Where life and end were both ſo fingalar ? 

| Hethat had only talk'd with him, might find 

A little Academy in his mind ; 

Where Wiſdom, Maſter was, and Fellows all 
Which we can good, which we can vertuous call: 
Reaſon, and Holy. Fear the Proctors were, 

To apprehend thoſe words, thoſe thoughts that err. 
His learning had outrun the reſt of Heirs, 

Stoln beard from time, and leapt to twenty years. 
And as the Sun, though in full glory bright, 
Shines upon all mien with impartial light, - 

And a good morow to the Beggar brings 

With as full Rays as to the mightieſt Kings ? 

So be, although his worth juſt fate might claim, 
And give to pride an honourable name, 

With conrtefie to all, cloath'd wertue ſo, 

That *twas not highes than his _— were low.” 
Ins Body too, no Critique eye could find 

The ſmalleſt blemiſh ; to belie his mind; 

He was all pureneſs, and his outward part 

But repreſents the pifture of bis heart. | 
When Waters ſwallowed Mankind, and did cheat 
The hangry Worm of its expefted meat 3 

When gems, pluckt from the ſhoar by ruder hands, 
Return'd again unto their native lands 5 

*Mong/t all thoſe ſpoils, there was not any prey, 
Could equal what this Brook hath ſtoln aw ay. 

Weep then ſad Flood, and tho thou'rt innocent, 
Weep becauſe Fate made thee her inſtrument . 

And when long grief hath drank up all thy ſtore, 
Come to our eyes, and we will land thee more. 


A Tranſ- 
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A Tranſlation of Verſes upon the Bleſſed Virgin, 
W os in Latin by the Right Worſhipful Dr. A. 


Ave Maria. 


Nee thou rejoycedſt, and rejoyce for ever, 
Whoſe time of joy ſhall be expired never : 

Who in her Womb the Hive of Comfort bears, 
Let her drink Comforts Honey with her cars. 
You brought the word of Joy in, which was born 
An Hail to all, let us A» Haz! return. 
From you God ſave into the World there came ; 
Our Eccho Hail is but an empty name. 


Gratia Plena. 

How loaded Hives are with their Honey fill'd, 
From divers Flowers by Chimick Bees diſtill'd : 
How full the Collet with his Jewel is, 

Which, that it cannot take, by love doth kiſs : 
How tull che Moox is with her Brothers Ray, 
When ſhe drinks up with thirſty orb the day, 
-How full of Grace the Graces dances are, 

So full doth Mary of Gods light appear. 

It is no wonder if with Graces ſhe 

Be full, who was full with the Dezzy. 


 Dominus tecum. 
The fall of Mankind under Deaths extent 
The Choir of bleſſed Angels did lament, 
And wiſh'd a reparation to ſee : 
By him, who Man-hood joyn'd with Dezty. 
How grateful ſhould mans ſafety then appear 
T'himſelf, whoſe ſafety can the Angels chear 2? 


Benedifla tu in mulieribus. 
Death came, and Troops of fad Diſeaſes led 
To th' carth, by Womans Hand ſolicited : 
Life came fo too, and Troops of Graces led 
Toth” carth by Womans Fazch ſolicited. 
As our lifes ſpring came from thy bleſſed Womb, 
So from our Mouths ſprings of thy praiſe ſhall come. 
Who did lifes blefling give, 'tis fit that ſhe 
Above all Women ſhould thrice bleſſed be. 


Et Benediftus fruftus ventris tute 
With Mouth Divine the Father doth proteſt, 
He a good word ſent from hig ſtored breſt ; 
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'Twas Chriſt : which Mary without carnal thought 
From the unfathom'd depth of Goodneſs brought, 
The word of Bleſling a juſt cauſe affords, 
To be oft blefſed with redoubled-words. 


Spiritus Sanilus ſuperventet in te: 
As when fofc Weſt Winds fan the. Garden-Roſe, 
A ſhower of ſweeter Air ſalutes the Noe. 
The Breath pives fparing Kiſſes, nor with power 
Unlocks the Virgin-bofom of the Flower. 
So th* Fly Spirit upon Mary blow'd, 
And from her ſacred Box whole Rivers flow'd. 
Yet loos'd not thine Erernal Chaſltiry, xt 
Thy Roſes folds do ſtill entangled lie. 
Believe Chriſt born from an unbruifed Womb, 
So from unbruiſed Bark the OJors come. 


Et virtus altiſſimi obumbrabit tibi. 


| God his great Son begat ere Time begun, 6 
Mary in time brought forth her little Son. 2s | 
Ot double Subſtance, One, Life he began, 

God without Mother, without Father Man- 
Great is the Bicth, and *cis a ſtranger deed, 
That She no Man, that God no Witfc ſhould need. 
* A Shade delighted the Child-bearing Maid, 
And God himſelf became to her a Shade. 
O ſtrange Deſcent! who is Light's Author, he 
Will to his Creature thus a Shadow be. 
As unſeen Light did from the Father flow, 
$0 did ſeen Light from Yirgin Mary grow. 
When Moſes ſought God in a ſhade to ice, 
The Fathers Shade, was Chriſt the Deity. 
Lets ſeek for Day, flee Darkneſs, whilſt our Sight 
In Light finds Darkneſs, and in Darkneſs Light. - 


ODE. L 
On the Praiſe f POETRY. 


1 S not a Pyramid'of Matble ſtone, 
Tho high as our Ambirian 

Tis not a Tomb cur our in-Brafs, which can 
Give Life to th' Aſhes of a Man, 

But Verſes only 3 they ſhall freſh appear, 
Whilſt rhere are Men to read or hear, 
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When Time ſhall make the laſting Braſs 'decay, 
4 And eat the Pyramid away, 
Turning that Monument wherein Men truſt 
| Their Names, to what it keeps, poor Duſt : 
Then ſhall the Epiraph remain and be 
New graven in Eternity. 
Poets by Death are'conquer'd, but the Wir 
Of Poets triumph over it. | 
What cannot Verſe > When Thracian Orphens took 
His Lyre, and gently on it ſtrook, 
The learned Stones came dancing all along, 
And kepr time to the charming Song, 
With artificial Pace the Warlike Pzne, 
| Th' Elm, and his Wife the /vy twine. 
Wirth all the better Trees, which erſt had ſtood 
Unmov'd, forſook their native Wood. 
The Laurel to the Poets hand did bow, 
Craving the Honour of his Brow : 
.&nd every loving Arm embrac'd, and made 
; With their officious Leaves a ſhade. 
The Beaſts too ſtrove his Auditors to be, 
Forgetting their old Tyranny. 
The fearful Hart next'to the Liox came, 
And Wolf was Shepherd to the Lamb. 
Nightingales , harmleſs Syrexs of the Air, 
| And Muſes of the Place, were there. 
Who when their little Wind pipes they had found 
Unequal to fo ſtrange a Sound, 
O'ercome by Art and Grief they did expire, 
And fell upon the conq'ring Lyte. 
Happy, O happy they, whoſe Tomb might be, 
Mauſolus, envied by thee |! 


| 


ODE IU. 


That a Pleaſant Poverty is to be preferred before 
Diſcontented Riches. 


HY, O, doth gaudy Tagss raviſh thee, 
Tho Neptune's Treaſure-houſe it be ? 


Why doth Pafokes thee bewirch, 
Fufected yer with Midas glorious Itch > 


STLY A 


2. 
Their Gull and ſleepy Streams are not at all 
Like other Floods, Poetical, 
They have no Dance, no wanton Sport, 
No gentle Murmur, the loy'd Shore to court. 


Js 
No Fiſh inhabit the adulterate Flood, 
Nor can it feed the neighb'ring Wood, 
No Flower or Herb is near it found, 
But a perpetual Winter ſtarves the Ground 


4- 
Give me a River which doth ſeorn to ſhew 
An added Beauty, whoſe clear Brow 
May be my Looking-plaſs, to ſee 
What my Face is, and what my Mind ſhould be. 


5. 
Here Waves call Waves, and glide along in rank, 
And prattle to the ſmiling Bank : 
Here fad Xing-fiſhers tell their Tales, 
And Fiſh enrich the Brook with filver Scales. 


6, 


Daifies, the Firſt-born of the teeming Spring, 
On cach ſide their Embraidery bring, 
Here Lz/ies waſh, and grow more White, 
And Daffadils to ſee themſelves Delight. 


| Te 
Here a freſh Arbour gives her am'rous ſhade, 
W hich Nature, the beſt Gard'zer made. 
Here I would fit and fing rude Lays, 
Such as the Nymphs, and Me my ſelf would pleaſe. 


8. 
Thus would I waſte, thus end my careleſs Days, 
And Robin-red-breaſts, whom Men praiſe 
For pious Birds, ſhould when I die, 
Make both both my Monument and Elegy. 


SYLV 4 


O D E IIL 
Tohis MISTRIS. 


I. 
Trian Dye why do you wear, 
You whoſe Checks beſt Scarlet are? 
Why do you fondly pin 
Pure Linen o'er your Skin, 
(Your Skin that's whiter far) 
Caſting a dusky Cloud before a Star 2 


Ze 
Why bears your Neck a golden Chain 2 
Did Nature make your Hair in vain ? 
Of Gold moſt pure and fine, 
With Gems why do you ſhine? 
They, Neighbours ro your Eyes, 
Shew bur like Phoſphor, when the Sun doth riſe. 


, Zo 
I would have all my Mſtris Parts 
Owe more to Nature than to Arts, 
I would not woo the Dreſs, 
Or one whoſe Nights give leſs 
. . Contentment than the Day. 
She's Fair, whoſe Beauty only makes her Gay. 


4» 
For *tis not Buildings make a Court, 
Or Pomp, bur 'tis the King's Reforr : 
If Jupiter down pour 
Himſelf, and ina ſhower 
Hide fuch bright Maje/ty, 
Leſs than a Goldex One it cannor be. 


D , 
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O DE IV. 
On the Uncertainty of Fortune. A Tranſlation. 


Eave off unfic Complaints and clear Wes 
From Sighs your Breaſt, and from black Clouds your Brow, 

When the Sun ſhines not with his woted Chear, 
And Fortune throws an adverſe Caſt for you. 

Thar Sea which vext with Notus is, 
The merry Weſt-winds will to morrow kiſs. 

2, 

The 8x to day rides droufily, 
To morrow *twill put on a Look more fair, 
Laughter and Groaning do alternately 
Return, and Tears Sports neareſt Neighbours are. 

"Tis by the Gods appointed ſo 
That good Fare ſhould wich mingled Dangers flow. 


3» 
Who drave his Oxen yeſterday, 
Doth now over the nobleſt Roxrans reign, 
And on the Gabiz and the Cures lay 
The Yoke which from his Oxen he had ta'en. 
Whom ZHeſperus ſaw poor and low, 
The Morning's Eye beholds him greateſt now. 


\ 4 
It Fortune knic amongſt her Play 
But Seriouſneſs 5 he ſhall again go home y 
To his old Country Farm of yeſterday, 
To ſcoffing People no mean Jeſt become; 
And with the Growned Ax, which he 
Had rul'd the World, go back and prune fome Tree ; 
Nay, if he want the Fuel Cold requires, 
With his own Faſces he ſhall make him Fires. 


ODE V. 


In Commendation of the Time we live in, under the 


Reign of our Gracious King Charles II. 


Urſt be that Wretch (Death's FaQtor fure) who brought 
_4 Dire Swords into the peaceful World, and taughc j 
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Smiths, who before could only make 

The Spade, the Plowſharc, and the Rake ; 
Arts, in moſt cruel wiſe 
Man's Lite t epitomize, 


2 


Then Men (fond Men alas!) ride poſt to th Grave, 
And cut thoſe Threads, which yer the Fates would fave. 
Then Charon ſweated at I Trade, 
And had a larger Ferry made. 
Then, the filver Hair, 
Frequent before, grew rare. 
3. 
Then Revenge married to Ambition, 
Begat black War, then Awvarice crept on. 
Then Limits to each Field were ſtrain'd, 
And Terminus a Godhead pain'd. 
To Men before was found, 
Beſtdes the Sea, no Bound. 


In what Plain or what River hath not been 
Wars Story, Writ in Blood (fad Story) ſeen ? 
This Truth too well our England knows, 

"T was Civil Slaughter dy'd her Roſe 3 
Nay then her Lily too 


With Bloods Loſs paler grew. 


5. 
Such Griefs, nay worſe than theſe, we now ſhould feel, 
Did not juſt CHARLES filence the Rage of Steel ; 
He to our Land bleſt Peace doth bring, 
All neighbour Countries envying, 
Happy who did remain 0 
Unborn till CHARLES his Reign! 


| 6. 
Where, dreaming Chyzzicks, is your Pain and Coſt ? 
How is your Oil, how is your Labour loſt ? 


Our CHARLES, beſt Alchywiſ# (tho ſtrange 
Believe it future Times) did change 
The 7roz Age of old, 


Into an Ape of Gold, 
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ODE, VL 
Upon the Shortneſs of Man's Life. 


Ark that ſwift Arrow, bow-it cuts the Air, 
How it out-runs thy following Eye, 
Uſe all Perſuafions.nqw and'try' | 
If thou canſt call it back, or.ſtay it there, 
Thar way it went, but thou ſhalt find 
| No Track is left behind. | | C | 
Fool, *cis thy Life, and the fond Archer thou, - * | We | 
Of all the Time thou'ſt ſhor, away > _— 
Ill bid the ferch bur. yeſterday, 1 | 
And it ſhall be too hard a Task to do... - 
Beſides Repentance whar canſt find 
Thar it hath left behind ? 
Our Life is carry'd with too ſtrong a Tide, 
A doubtful Clod our Subſtance bears, 
And 1s the Horſe of all-our Years. x 
\ Each Day doth on a winged Whirlwind ride. 
We and our Glaſs run our, and muſt 
Both render up our Duſt. 
But his paſt Lite who without Grief can ſee, 
Who never thinks his End too near, 
But ſays to Fame, Thou act mine Heir ; 
"That Man extends Life's natural Brevity 3 | 
This is, this is the only way 
T'out-live Neſtor in a Day. 


eAn Anſwer to an Invitation to Cambridge. 


For if thou tellſt what Cambridge Pleaſures arc, 
\ .- The School boys fin will light on me, 
I ſhall in Mind, ar leaſt, a Traan? be. / 
Tell menot how you fecd your Mind 

With Dainties ot Philoſophy, 

In Ovid's Nut T ſhall nor find | ” 4 

The Taſte once pleaſed me. 54 _ 
O tell me not of Logict's diverſe Chear, | | > 
| ſhall begin to loath our Crambe here. 


Nets my better ſelf, forbear, 


j 
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Telkme-not how the Waves appear 
Of Cam, or how it cuts the Learped Shire, 
I ſhall contemn the troubled 7 hames, 
On her chief Foliday, even when her Streams 
Are with rich Folly gilded, when 
The 2uondam Dnng-boat is made gay, 
Juſt like the Bravery of the Men, 
And graces with freſh Paiat that Day. 
When th' City ſhines with Flags and Pageants there, 
And Sattin Doublets ſeen nor twice a year. 


J» 
Why do I ſtay then? T would meet 
Thee there, but Plummets hang upon my Feet : 
'Tis my chiet With to live with thee, 
But not till I deſerve thy Company : 
Till chen we'll ſcorn toler that Toy, 
Some forty Miles, divide our Hearts : 
Write to me, and [I ſhall enjoy 
Friendſhip and Wit, thy beter Parts. 
Tho envious Fortune larger Hind'rance brings, 
We'll eafily fee each other, Love hath Wings. 
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ODE . VII 


To a Lady who deſired a Song of Mr. Cowley, 
he preſented this following. 


Ome, Poetry, and with you bring along 
| A rich and painted Throng 
_ Ot nobleſt Words into my Song. 
Into my Numbers let them gently flow, 
Soft and pure, ſofr and pure, and thick as Snow, 
And turn thy Numbers (till ro prove 
| Smooth as the ſmootheſt Sphere above, 

Andlike a Sphere, like a Sphere, harmoniouſly moyc. 


$61 
Little doſt thou, vain Song, thy Fortune know, 
What thoy art deſtin'd to, 
And what the Stars intend to do: 
Among a thouſand Songs but few can be 
Born to the Honour promis'd thee. 
Eliza's ſelf ſhall thee receive, 
And a bleſt Being to thee give, 
Thou on her ſweet and runeful Voice ſhalt live. 


3+ 
Her warbling Tongue ſhall freely with thee play, 
Thou on her Lips ſhalr ſtray, 

And dance upon that Rofie Way. 

No Prince alive that would not enyy thee, 

And count thee happier far than he. 
And how ſhalt thou thy Author crown, 
When fair Eliza ſhall be known 

To ſing thy Praife, when ſhe but ſpeaks her own: 
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To the truly Worthy and Noble 


SrKENELM DIGBY, Kk:. 


H 1S Latter Age, the Lees of Time hath known 
Few that have made both Pallas Arts their own : 


But you, Great Sir, two Laurels wear, and are 


Victorious in Peace as well as War. 

Learning by right of Conqueſt is your own, 
And every liberal Art your Capt ive grown. 
As if negletted Science (for it now 

Wants ſome Defenders) fled for Felp to you 
Whom 1 muſt follow, and let this for me 

An earneſt of my future Service be ; 

Which I ſhould fear to ſend you, did I knew 
Tour Judgment only, not your Candour too. 
For "rwas a Work, ſtoln (tho you'll juſtly call 
This Play as fond as thoſe) from Cat or Ball. 
Had it been written fince, 1 ſhould, T fear, 
Scarce have abſtain'd from a Philoſopher. 
Which by Tradition here is thought to be 

A neceſſary Part in Comedy. 

Nor need I tell you this, each Line of it 


Betrays the Time and Place wherein 'twas writ, 


And I could wiſh, that I might ſafely ſay, 


Reader, this Play was made but tl” other day: 


Tet 'tis not ſtufft with Names of Gods, hardWords, 


Such as the Metamorpofis affords. 

Nor has't a Part for Robinſon, whows they 
At School account eſſential to a Play. 

The Stile is low, ſuch as youll eajily take, 


For what a Swain might ſay, and a Boy make, 
Take it, as early Fruits, which rare appear, 


Tho not half ripe, but worſt of all the year. 


And if it pleaſe your taſte, my Muſe will ſay, 
T he Birch which crown'd her then is grows a Bay. 


Yours in all Obſervance, 


A. CowLtv. 


The Scene Sicily. 


The Acroxs Name. 


=” £two old Folks of a noble Family. 


Flrells, 2 chcir Children 


Philiſtus, } two Gentlemen, both in love 

Aphron, 6 with Callidora. 

( lariana, Siſter to Philiſtus. 

Melarmus, a crabbed old Shepherd. 

Truga, Ing Wife. 

Hhlace, their Daughter. 

ZEpgon, an antient Country-man. 

Bellula, his ſuppoſed Daughter. 

Palexmon, a young Swain , in love with 
Hhlace. 

Alupis, a merry Shepherd: 

Clariana's Maid. 


Love's 


Acr L. SCE N. I. 


* 
—_——_. 


Enter Callidora diſgnis'd in Man's Apparel. 


WW AD Feer, ye have been Traitors to your Maſter : 

Where have you led me? ſure my truant Mind 
Hath taught my Body thus co wander too 3 
Faintneſs and Fear ſurprize me : Ye juſt Gods, 

If ye have brought me to this place to ſcourge 

TheFolly of my Love, (I might ſay Madneſs) 

Diſparch me quickly; ſend ſome pitying Man , 

Or cruel Beaſt to find me; let me be 

Fed by the one, or let me feed the othier; 

Why are theſe Trees ſo brave 2 why do they wear 

Such green and freſh Apparel ? how they ſmile! 

How their proud Tops play with the courting Wind ! 

Can they behold me pine and languiſh here, 

And yet not ſympathize at all in mourning 2 

Do they upbraid my Sorrows? Can it be 

That theſe thick Branches, never ſcen before 

But by the Sun, ſhould learn ſo much of Man ? 

The Trees in Courtiers Gardens, which arc conſcious 

Ot their Maſters Guilt, Statelineſs and Pride, 

Themſelves would pity me 3 yet theſe—— Who's there ? 


Enter Alupis Singing. 


1s 
Riſe up, thon mournful Swain. 
For *tis but a folly 
To be melancholy, 


And get thee thy Pipe again. If. Covic 


Loves Riddle. 


II. 


Come ſing, away the day, 
For "tis but a foll 
To be melancholy, 
Let's live here whilſt I may. 


Cal. 1 marry Sir, this Fellow hath ſome Fire in him, 
Methinks a ſad and drowſie Shepherd is 
A Prodigy in Nature 3 for the Woods 
Should be as far from Sorrow, as they are 
From Sorrows Cauſes, Riches and the like. 
Hail to you Swain, Iam a Gentleman 
Driv'n hither by Ignorance of the way, and would 
Confeſs my ſelf bound to you for a Courteſie, 
If you would pleaſe to help me to ſome Lodging, 
Where I may reſt my ſelt. 
Alu. For 'tis but a folly, Sc. 
Cal. Well ; if the reſt be like this Fellow here, ' 
Then I havetravelFd fairly now ; for certainly 
This is a Land of Fools; ſome Colony 
Of Elder Brothers have been planted here, 
And begot this fair Generation, | 
Prithee, good Shepherd, tell me where thou dwell ? 
Alu. For *tis but a folly, &c. 
Cal. Why art thou mad 2 
Aly. What if I be? 
I hope'tis no diſcredit for me, Sir ; 
For in this Age who is not? Fll prove it to you : 
Your Citizen he's mad to truſt the Gentleman 
Both with his Wares and Wite. Your Courtier 
. He's mad to ſpend his time in ſtudying Poſtures, 
Cringes and Faſhions, and new Complements. 
Your Lawyer he's mad to ſell away 
His Tongue for Money, and his Clients madder 
To buy it of him, ſince 'cis of no uſe 
But ro undo Men and the Latin Tongue. 
Your Scholars they are mad to break their Brains, 
Out-watch the Moon, and look more pale than ſhe, 
That fo, when all the Arts call him their Maſter, 
He may perhaps get a ſmall Vicarage, 
Or be Uſher to a School. Burt there's 
A thing in black call'd a Poet, who is ten 
Degrees in Madneſs above all theſe; his Means 
Is what the gentle Fates pleaſe to allow him 
By the Death or Marriage of ſome mighty Lord, 
Which he muſt folemnize with a new Song. 
Cal. This Fellow's Wit amaz&th me : bur Friend, 
Whar do you think of Lovers? 
Au. Worſt of all; 


ISt 
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Is'c not a 2 pretty Folly to fand thus, 
And ſigh, and _ thera and. cry my Celia, 
My Soul, my Li my'C2 la; ſnags wing 
Onet Eſtate tor Preſents; and ones 
Oh! *cis beyond the nam of Frenzy, 

Cal. What ſo Satyrick, Shephed? Thelin 


You did not learn a hel Fa Im 
Manners, 


How is it poſſible that:you 

Such near intance ny che 

And yet live in ſuch a ſilent wt | 

Where one would think the very name'of Ciry 

£ould hardly enter. ( 
Alu, Why Fil tell you, Sirs | 

My Father died, (you fore me to ren 

A Grief that deſerves Tears) and left 

And (if a Shepherd may be faid ſo)” rich, 

I in an itching Wantonneſs to ſee, 

Whar other Swains ſo wonder'd'at, the City, - 

Strait ſold my Rural Portion (for the Wealth - 


Ot Shepherds is their FJocks)- and thither went, 
Where whilſt my Money laſted T 


And liv'd in Go but whe 


| And the laſt piece ſigh'd in my 
I was contemn'd - then __ 


How dearly 1 had nee, 

And, odout EET 
To load back 647 oy 
Tolaugh atall 1 choſe $ ich Tſaw. 


$0. N'6. 


| The merry Waves dance up and down, 24 play, 
Sport ts granted to the Go, 
Birds are Queriſters of th" empt 
Sport 1s never wants 


Air, 
Fee . 


LY 


Sohery ? 


The Ground doth ſmile at the Spring 5 old birth, 


' Sport is granted to the Earth. 
The Fire its Che earing Flame on bigh 
Sport is never wanting there. 
If all the Elements, the Earth, the Sea, © 
Air and. Fire, ſo merry bes #& 
Why is Mans Mirth ſo ſeldom, and ſo ſmal, 
Who is compounded of them all, : 


Cal. You may rejoice; but Sighs befir me betcer. - 


doth rear, - 


Alu. Now on my Conſcience thoy baſt loſt a Miſtris : 


If it be ſo, thank God, and loveno more 3 
Or elſe perhaps ſhe has burnt your wing Letter, 
Or kiſfs'd bes Gentleman in 

_ Orelſedeny'd you her Glove, 
Cauſes indeed which deſerve 


oc laup 7 | 
ſpecial I Mourning, | 
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An Spot : 
Live 

As if they went to law \ "ey 
No, Tres born far belles! me 


His Majeſty's SubjeCts to- 
As if I, were-to ſhare thel yit 
For as the Soul is nobler th th an rhe'B Bo ody, ME | 
Than is applicd to Gours, Catz 
And that is, Counſel. 


Your Souls Pſi iy, 
An Hour or ſo, but then war 
To thum Prece 1 wh v 
What Nome beat od D ſea 
Cal. A Fever, Shephe 

An outward one, that. th 
| Of that may ſeem | 
This is Flame and F 
; I under 
Youare'a Lover, \ 


And lend your Eycs freſh Streams. 
Alu. Faith I think not 
[ have ſeen all your Beauties of the Courr, 
And yet was never raviſhr, never made 

A dolctul Sonnet unto angry Cupid, 

Either to warm her Hearr, or elſe cool mine, 
And no Face yet could ever wound me ſo, 
Bur that I quickly found a Remedy, 

Cal. Thar were an Art worth learning, and you need not 
Be niggard of your Knowledge ; Sce the Sun | 
Tho 1t hath given this many thouſand years 
Light to the World, yet is as big and brighc 
As cer it was, and hath not loſt one Beam 
Ot his firſt Glory ; then ler Charity 
Perſuade you to inſtruft me, I ſhall be 
A very thankful Scholar. 

#lu. 1 ſhall: for 'tis both eafily raught and tearn'd, 
Come ſing away the day, We. 

Mirth is the only Phyſick. 

Cal. It is a way which I have much defied 
To cheat my Sorrow with 3 and for that purpoſe 
Would fain turn Shepherd, and in rural Sporrs 
Wear my Lite's Remnant our; I would forger 
All things, my very Name if it were pofliblc. 

Alu. Pray let me learn ir firſt, : 

Cal. *Tis Calidorus. 

Alu. Thank you ; it you your felt chance to forget it, 
Come but to me I'll do you the ſame Courrehie, 

In the mean while make me your Servant, Sir, 
I will inſtru you in things neceſſary 
For the creation ot a Shepherd, and 
We two will laugh at all the World ſecurely, 
And fling Jeits 'gainſt che Buſineſſes of Srare 
Without endangering our Ears. 
Come, come away, 
For 'tis but a folly, 
To be melancholy, 
Let's live here whilſt we may. 


Enter Palzmon, Metarnus, Truga, Agon, Beljula, Hylace. 


Pal. I (ce | am undone. 
Mel. Come no matrer for that, you love my Daughter ? 


By Pan; but come, no matter for thar ; you love my Hylace ? 
Tru. Nay good Duck, do not vex your felt; whar tho he loves 


her? you know ſhe will not have him. 


Mel. Come no matter for that; I will vex my ſelf, and vex him 
too, ſhall ſuch an idle fellow as he firive to entice away honeſt Mens 
Children? let him go feed his Flocks 3 but alas! he has none to 
trouble him ; ha, ha, ha, yet he would marry my Daughter. 


Pl. Thou art a maliczous _ Man, 


| Loves Riddle. 


And one who cannot boaſt of any thing 
But that ſhe calls thee Father, tho I cannot 
Number ſo large a Flock of Sheep as thou, 
Nor ſend ſo many Cheeſes to the City, 
Yet in my Mind I am an Emperour 
If but compar'd with thee. 
Tru. Of what place I pray ? 
'Tis of ſome new diſcover'd Country, is't not ? 
Pal. Prithee good Winter if thou wilt be talking, 
Keep thy Breath in a little, for it ſmells 
Worſe than a Goat ; yer you muſt talk, 
For thou haſt nothing left thee of a Woman 
But Luſt and Tongue. | 
Hyl. Shepherd, here's none fo taken with your Wit, 
But you might ſpare itz it you be ſo laviſh, 
You'll have none left another time to make 
The Song of the forſaken Lover with. | 
Pal. Pm dumb, my Lips are ſfeal'd, feal'd up for ever ; 
May my raſh Tongue forget to be Interpreter 
And Organ of my Senſes, if you ſay 
It hath offended you. 
Hyl. Troth it you make 
Burt that Condition, I ſhall agree to't quickly. 
Mel. By Pan well ſaid Girlz what a Fool was 1 
Toſuſpe& thee of loving him ? but come, 
*Tis no matter for that z when &er thou art married 
I'll add ten Sheep more to thy Portion 
For putting this one Jeſt upon him. 
Ag. Nay, now I muſt needs tell you that your Anger 
Is grounded with no reaſon to maintain it. 
It you intend your Daughter ſhall not marry him, 
Say fo, but play not with his Paſſion, 
For *tisinhumane Wit which jeers the wretched. 
Mel. Come, *tis no matter for that; what I do, I dos 
I ſhall not need your Counſel. 
Tra. I hope my Husband and I have enough Wiſdom 
To govern our own Child ; it we want any 
'Twill be to little purpoſe, I dare ſay, 
To come to borrow ſome of you, 
Eg. 'Tis very likely, pretty Miſtris Maukiy, 
You with a Face looks like a Winter Apple 
When 'tis ſhrunk up together and half rotten, 
I'd {ce you hung up for a thing to ſcare 
The Crows away before I'll ſpend my Breath 
To teach you any, | 
Hyl. Alas good Shepherd! 
What do you imagine that I ſhould love you for 2 
Pal. For all my Services, the virtuous Zeal 
And Conſtancy with which I ever woo'd you, 
Tho I were blacker than a Starleſs Night, 
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Or Conſciences where Guilt and Horror dwell, 
Alcho ſplay-leg'd, crooked, deform'd in all parts 3 
And bur the Chaos only of a Man; 
Yer if I love and honour you, Humanity 
Would reach you nor to hare or laugh ar me, 
Hyl. Pray ſpare your fine Perſuaſions, and ſet Speeches, 
And rather tell chem to thoſe Stones and Trees, 
*F will be to as good purpoſe quite, as when 
You ſpend them upon me. 
Pal. Give me my final Anſwer, that I may 
Be cirher bleſt for ever, or die quickly 5 
Dclay's a cruel Rack, and kills by piece-meals, 
Hyl. Then here *tis, you're an Als, 
(Take that for your Incivility ro my Mother) 
And I will never love you, 
Pal. You'rea Woman, 
A cruel and fond Woman, and my Paſſion 
Shall rrouble you no more 3 but when Pm dead 
My angry Ghoſt ſhall vex you worſe than now 
Your Pride doth me, farewel. 
Enter Aphron mad, meeting Palzmon going ont- 
Aph. Nay ſtay Sir, have you found her? 
Pal. How now ? what's the matter ? 
Aph. For I will have her out of you, or clfe 
11] cut thee into Aroms, till the Wind 
Play with the Shreds of thy torn Body. Look her 
Or I will do'r. 
Pal, Whom, or where 2 
Aph. Til tell thee honeſt Fellow, thou ſhalt go 
From me as an Embaſlador to the Sun, 
For Men call him the Eye of Heaven, (from which | 
Nothing lies hid) and tell him —do you mark me——-ell him 
From me—— that if he ſend nor word where ſhe is gone, 
———  ] will nay by ail the Gods I will, 
Ag. Alas poor Gentleman ! 
Sure he hath loſt ſome Miſtreſs ; beauteous Women 
Are the chief Plagues ro Men. 
Tru. Nay, not fo Shepherd, when did I plague any # 
Ag. How far is he beyond the name of Slave, 
That makes his Love his Miſtreſs 2 
Aph. Miſtreſs ! who's that 2 her Ghoſt ? *cis ſhe 
Ic was her Voicez were all the Floods, the Rivers, 
and Seas thar with their crooked Arms embrace 
The Earth, berwixt us, I'd wade through and meet her, 
Wereall the Aps heap'd on each other's Head, 
Were Peton join'd to Offa, and they both 
Thrown on Olympas top, they ſhould not make 
So high a Wall, bur I would ſcale't and find her. 
Bell, Unhappy Man. 
Aph, "Tis empty Air : I was too rude, too faucy 
K 2 And 
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And ſhe hath left me if ſhe be alive 
W hat Darkneſs ſhall be thick enough to hide her 2 
If dead,” I'll ſeek the place which Poets call Elyzium 
Where all the Souls of good and virtuous Mortals 
Enjoy deſerved Pleaſures after Death. 
Whar ſhould I fear : if there be an Erynzzs 
'Tis in this Breaſt, it a T{phone 
'Tis here, here in this Brain are all her Serpents ; 
My Gricf and Fury arm me. 
Pal. By your leave Sir. - ; 
Aph. No by the Gods, that Man that ſtops my journey 
Had better have provok'd a hungry Lioneſs 
Robb'd of her Whelps, or ſet her naked Breaſt | 
Againſt the Thunder. [Exit Aphron. 
Tru. "Tis well he's gone, 
I never could endure to ſee theſe Madmen. 
Mel. Come, nomatter for that, [Exter Alupls and 
For now he's gone here comes another z Callidorus, 
But 'tis no matter for that neither. 
How now! who has he brought with him ? 
Alu. Hail toye Shepherds and ye beautcous Nymphs, 
I muſt preſenc this Stranger to your knowledpe, 
When you're acquainted well, you'll thank me fort. 
Cal. Bleſt Maſters of theſe Woods, hail to you all. 
'Tis my deſire to be your Neighbour here, 
And teed my Flocks (ſuch as they are) near yours. 
This Shepherd tells me, that your gentlc Nature 
Will be moſt willing to accept my Friendſhip ; 
Which if you do, may all the Sylvian Deities 
Be ſtill propitious to you, may your Flocks 
Yearly encreaſe above your Hopes or Withes 3 
May none of your young Lambs become a Prey 
To the rude Wolf, . but play abour ſecurely ; 
May Dearths be ever exil'd from theſe Woods. 
May your Fruits proſper, and your Mountain Strawberries 
Grow in abundance z may no Lovers be 
Deſpis'd and pine away their Years of Spring, 
But the Youngmen and Maids be ſtrucken both 
Wirth cqual Sympathy. 
Pal. That were a golden time ; The Gods forbid 
Mortals to be ſo happy. 
Ag. I thank you; and we wiſh no leſs to you : 
You are moſt welcome hither. 
Tru. *Tis a handſome Man, 
Fil be acquainted wich him 3 we moſt heartily 
Accept your Company. 
Mel. Come no matter for that, we have enough 
Already, who can bear us company 3 
Burt no matter for that neither; we ſhall have 
Shortly no room left us to feed our Flocks. 
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By one another, 
Alu. What always grumbling ? 
Your Father and your Mother ſcolded ſure 
Whilſt you were getting ; well, if I begin 
1']l fo abuſe thee, and that publickly. 
Mel, A rot upon you; you mult {till bz humour'd, 
But come, no matter for that; you're welcome then, 
Alu, What, Beauties, arc you filent ? 
Take notice of him, (pray) your ſpeaking is 
Worth more than all the reſt, 
Bell. You're very welcome. [ Salntes her. 
Cal. Thank you fair Nymph, this is indeed a welcome. 
Bell. I never ſaw Beauty and Afﬀabilicy 
$o well conjoin'd before ; if I ſtay long 
] ſhall be quice undone. 
Alu. Nay come, pur on too, 
Hyl. You arc molt kindly welcome. 
Cal. You bleſs me too much ; 
The honour of your Lip is entertainment 
Princes might wiſh for. 
Fiyl. Bleſs me, how he looks ! 
And how he talks! his Kiſs was Honey too, 
His Lips as red and ſweet as carly Cherries, 
Softer than Beyers skins. 
Bell. Bleſs me, how I envy her! O3y 
Would I had that Kiſs too! 2 
Hyl. How his Eye ſhines! whata bright Flame ic ſhoots! 
Bel. How red his Checks are ! ſo our Garden Apples 
Look on that ſide where the hot Sun ſalutes them. 
Hyl. How well his Hairs become him! 
Juſt like that Star which uſhers in the Day. 
Bell. How fair he is! fairer than whiteſt Bloſſoms. 
Tru. They two have got a Kilsz 
Why ſhould I loſe it for want of ſpeaking 2 
You're welcome Shepherd. 
Alu. Come on : For 'tis but a Folly, &c. 
Tru. Do you hear 2 you are welcome. 
Ala. Here's another mult haye a Kiſs. 
Tru, Go you're a paltry Knave, ay, that you are, 
To wrong an honeſt Woman thus. 
Alu. Why he ſhall kiſs thee, never fear it ; 
I did but jeſt, hel do'c for all this, 
Nay, becauſe I will be a Patron to thee, 
I'll ſpeak co him. 
Tru. You're a [landering Knave, 
And you ſhall know't, that you ſhall. 
Alu. Nay, if you ſcold fo loud 
Others ſhall know it too 3 he muſt ſtop your mouth, 
Oc you'll talk on this three hours. Calidorus 
lt you can patiently endure a Stink, 
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Or have frequented cer the City Bear-garden, 
Prithece ſalute this fourſcore Years, and free me, 
She ſays you're welcome too, 

Cal. I cry you mercy Shepherdeſs, 

By Pan I did not fee you. 

Tru. If my Husband and Alzpis were not here 
I'd rather pay him back his Kiſs again 
Than be beholden ro him. 

Alu. What, thou haſt don'c! 

Well if thou doſt not die upon't, hereafter 
Thy Body will agree even with the worſt 
And ſtinkingſt Air in Europe. 

Cal. Nay, be not angry Shepherdeſs, you know 
He doth bur jeſt as *tis his Cuſtom. 

Tru. I know it is his Cuſtom; he was always 
Wont to abuſe me, like a Knave as he is, 

But VII endure't no more. ; 

Alu. Prithee, good Callidorns, if her Breath 
Be nor too bad, go ſtop her mouth again, 

She'll ſcold till night elle. 

Tru. Yes marry will I, that I will, you Raſcal you, 
Ill reach you to lay your Frumps upon me ; 

You delight in it, do you ? 

Alu. Prithee be quiet, leave but talking ro me 
And 1 will never jeer thee any more, 

We two will be fo peaceable hereafter, 

Tru.: Well, upon that condition. 

Alu. So, I'm deliver d. Why how now Lads? 
What have you loſt your Tongues? I'll haye them cry'd, 
Paiemon, Egon, Callidorus, what ? 

Are you all dumb? I pray continue ſo, 
And [1 be merry with my felt. 


S O N G. 
"Tis better to dance than ſing. 
The Cauſe is, if you will know it, 
That 1 to my ſelf ſhall bring 
A Poverty 
Voluntary 
If once I grow but a Poet. 


Ag. And yet methinks you ſing. 

Alu. Oyes, becauſe here's none to dance, 
And both are better far than to be fad. 

Mg. Come then, let's have a round, ___ 

Alu. Amatch; Palemon whither go you 2 

Pal. The Gods forbid that I ſhould mock my ſelf, 
Cheat my own Mind; I dance and weep at once ? 
You may. Farewel. 


Ala. *Tis ſuch a whining Fool 5 come, come, Melarnw. 


[Extt. 
Mel. | 
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Mel, 1 have no mind to dance 5 but come, nomatrer for that, 
rather than break ſquares. 

Cal, By your leave, Fair one, 

Hyl. Wow'd I were in her place. 

Alu. Come Hylace, thee and I Wench, I warrant thee, 

For tis but a folly, Gc. 

Tru. So there's enough, Pm half a weary. 

Mel. Come no matter for that, 
| have not danc'd ſo much this year. 

Alu. So farewel, you'll come along with me 2 

Cal. Yes, farewel gentle Swains. 

Tru. Farewel good Shepherd. 

Bel. Our beſt Wiſhes follow you. 

Hyl. Pan always guide you. 

Mel. ICs no matter for that, come away, 


-- 
- 


The End of the firſt Att. 


AcrtliIl Scrnetbl. 


Enter Demophil, Spodaia, Philiſtus, Clariana. 


Dem. AY, She is loſt for ever, and her Name 
Which us'd to be fo comfortable, now 
Is Poiſon to our Thoughts, and to augment 
Our Miſery paints forth our former Happineſs, 
OCalidora ! O my Callidora ! 
] ſhall ne*er ſee thee more. 
Spo. It curſed Aphron 
Hath carried her away, and triumphs now 
In the Deſtruction of our hoary Ape 
Twere better ſhe were dead. 
Dem. "Twere better we were all dead 3 the enjoying 
Ot tedious Life is a worle Puniſhment 
Than loſing of my Daughter; Oh ! my Friends, 
Why havel liv'd fo long ? 
Cl/a. Good Sir be comforted : Brother ſpeak to them. 
Spo. Wou'd I had died, when firſt I brought thee forth, 
My Girl, my beſt Girl, then I ſhould have ſlept 
In quiet, and not wept now. 
Phi. I am half a Statue, 
Freeze me up quite, ye Gods, and let me be 
My own ſad Monument. 
Cla, Alas! you do but hurt your ſelves with weeping ; 
Conſider pray, it may be ſhe'll come back. 
Dem, Oh! nevyer, never, *cis as impoſlible 
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As to call back ſixteen, and with vain Rhetorick 
Perſuade my Life's freſh April to return, 
She's dead, or elſe {ar worſe, kept up by Aphron, 
Whom if I could ſee, methinks new Blood | 
Would creep into my Yeins, and my faint Sinews 
Renew themſelves, 1 doubt not bur to find 
Strength enough yet to be reveng'd of Aphron. 
$po. Would I were with thee, Girl, where Cer thou arr. 
Cla. For ſhame good Brother, ſee it you can comfort them, 
Methinks you ſhould ſay ſomething. 
Phi. Do you think 
My Grief ſo light 2 Or was the Intereſt 
So ſmall which I had in her ? 1 a Comforter ! 
Alas, ſhe was my Wite, for we were married 
In our AﬀeCtions, in our Vows; and nothing 
Stopt the enjoying of each other, bur 
The thin Partition of ſome Ceremonies. 
I loſt my Hopes my ExpcCtaiions, 
My Joys, nay more, I loſt my ſelf with her 3 
You have a Son yet left behind, whoſe Memory 
May ſweeten all this Gall. 
Spo. I, we had one, 
Burt Fate's ſo cruel to us, and ſuch Dangers 
Attend a travelling Man, that *twere Preſumption 
To ſay we have him 3 we have ſent for him 
To blot out the Remembrance of his Siſter : 
But whether we ſhall ever ſce him here, 
The Gods can only tell, we barely hope. 
Dem. This News, alas! 
Will be but a ſad Welcome to him. 
Phi. Why dol play thus with my Miſery ? 
*'Tis vain to think I can live here without her, 
Ill feek her where cer ſhe isz Patience in this 
Would be a Vice, and Men might juſtly fay 
My Love was but a Flaſh of winged Lighthing, 
And not a Veltal Flame, which always ſhines ; 
His Wooing is a Complement not a Paſſion, 
Who can, if Fortune ſnatch away bis Miltris, 
Spend ſome few Tears, then take another choice, 
Mine 1s not ſo; Oh Callidora. 
Cla. Fie Brother, you're a Man, 
And ſhould not be ſhaken with every Wind ; 
If it were poſlible to call her back 
With Mourning, Mourning were a Piety, 


Bur ſince you cannot, you muſt give me leave 
To call it Folly. 


Phi. Soicis; 
And I will therefore ſhape ſome other Courſe, 
This doleful place ſhall never fee me more, 
Unleſs it ſee her too ia my Embraces, 


You 
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You, Siſter, may retire unto my Farm, 
Adjoining to the Woods, 
And my Eitate I leave for you to manage 3 
If 1 find her, expe me there, if not 
Do you live happicr than your Brother hath. 
Cla. Alas! how can I it you leave me? but 
I hope your Reſolution will be alter'd. 
Phi. Never: farewel good Demophil, 
Farewel Spodaia, temper your Laments ; 
If I return we ſhall again be happy. 
$po. You ſhall not want my Prayers. 
The Gods that pity Lovers (it there be any) 
Attend upon you. 
C/a, Will you needs go? 
Phi. I knit D-lays; 'twere time I were now ready, 
And I ſhall fin if I ſeem dull or flow 
In any thing which touches Ca/idora. 
Dem. Oh! that Name wounds me 3 well bear you company 
A little way, and Cliriaxa look 
To {ce us bften at your Country Farm, 
We'll ſigh and gricve together. 
Enter Alupis and Palzmon. 
Alu Come, come away, Oc. 
Now where arc all your Sonnets 2 your rare Fancics ? 
Could the Morning Muſick, which you waKk'd 
Your Miſtris with, prevail no more than this 2? 
Why in the City now your very Fidlers 
Good morrow to your Worſhip, will get ſomething, 
Hath ſhe deny'd thee quite ? 
Pal. She hath undone me; I haveplow'd the Sea, 
And begot ſtorming Billows, 
Alu. Can no Perſuaſions move her ? 
Pal. No more than thy leaſt Breath can ſtir an Oak, 
Which hath this many years ſcorn'd the fierce Wars 
Of all the Winds. 
Alu, *Tis a good Hearing 3 then 
Shell coſt you no more pairs of Turtle Doves, 
Nor Garlands knit with amorous Conceits ; 
[ do perceive ſome rags of the Court Faſhions 
Viſibly creeping now into the Woods; 
The more he ſhews his Love, the more ſhe (lights him, 
Yet will take any Gift of him as willingly 
As Country Juſtices the Hens and Geeſe 
Ot their offending Neighbours ; this is right : 
Now if 1 lov'd this Wench, I would fo handle her, 
I'd teach her what the Difference were betwixt 
One who had ſcen the Court and City Tricks, 
And a meer Shepherd. 
Pal. Lions are tam'd, and become Slaves to Men, 
And Tygres ofc forget their Cruelry 
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They ſuck'd from their fierce Mothers ; but a Woman! 
Ah me! a Woman ! 
Alu. Yer if I ſaw ſuch Wonders in her Face 
As you do, I ſhould never doubt to win her. 
Pal. How 'pray ? if Gifts would do it, ſhe hath had 
The daintieſt Lambs, the Hope of all my Flock 3 
I let my Apples hang for her to gather 3 
The painful Bee did never load my Hives, 
With Honey which ſhe raſted not, 
Alu. You miſtake me Friend, I mean not ſo. 
Pal. How then 2 if Poetry would do it, what Shade 
Hath not been Auditor of my amorous Pipe ? 
What Banks are not acquainted with her Praiſes ? 
Which I have ſung in Verſes, and the Shepherds 
Say they are good ones, nay they call me Poet, 
Altho I am not caſie to believe them, 
Alu, No, no,no ; that's not the way, 
Pal, Why how? 
It ſhew of Gricf had Rhetorick enough 
To move her, I dare ſwear ſhe had been mine 
Long before this; what day did cer peep forth 
In which I wept not dulier than the Morning ? 
Which of the Winds hath not my Sighs increas'd 
At ſundry times 2 how often havel cried 
Hylace, Hylace, till the docile Woods 
Have anſwered Hlace? and every Valley, 
As if it were my Rival, ſounded Hylace. 
Alu. Ay, and you are a moſt rare Fool for doing ſo. 
Why 'twas that poiſoned all ; had Ia Miſtreſs 
I'd almoſt beat her, by this Light I would, 
For they are much abour your Spaniels Nature 
Bur whilſt you cry dear Hylace, O Hylace ! 
Pity the Tortures of my burning Heart, 
She'll always mince it, like a Citizens Wife, 
At the firſt asking 3 tho her tickled Blood 
Leaps at the very mention; therefore now 
Leave off your whining Tricks, and take my Counſel, 
Firſt then be merry; For 'tis but a folly, &c. 
Pal. *Tis a hard Leſſon for my Mind to learn, 
But I would force my felt if that would help me. 
Alu. Why thou ſhalr ſee it will 3 next Lwould have thee 
To laugh at ber, and mock her pitifully ; 
Study for jecrs againſt next time you ſee her, 
Til go along with you, and help to abuſe her, 
Till we have made her cry, worſe than &er youdid ; 
When we have us'd her thus a little while, 
She'll be as tame and gentle —— 
Pal. Bur alas! 
This will provoke her more. 
Alu. V11l warrant thee : beſides, whar if it ſhould - 


She 


—w_—_— 2 0 


mat 


_— 


Loves Riddle, 


She hath refus'd you utterly already 
And cannot hurt you worſez come, come, be rul'd ; 
And follow me, we'll pur it ſtrait in PraCtice. 

For 'tis but a folly, &c. 


Pal. A match; Tl try all ways; ſhe can but ſcorn me, 


There is this Good in depth of Miſery 
That Men may atrcmprt any thing, 
They know the worſt before-hand. 
Enter Callidorus, 
How happy is that Man, who in theſe Woods 
With ſecure Silence wears away his time! 
Who is acquainted better with himſelf 
Than others ; who ſo great a Stranger is 
To City Follies, that he knows them nor, 
He fits all day upon ſome moſſie Hill 
His rural Throne, arm'd with his Crook, his Scepter, 
A flowry Garland is his Country Crown 3 
The gentle Lambs and Shcep his Loyal Subjetts, 
Which every Year pay him their fleecy Tribute ; 
Thus in an humble Statclineſs and Majeſty 
He tunes his Pipe, the Woods beſt Mclody, 
And 1s at once, what many Monarchs are not, 
Both King and Poet. I could gladly wiſh 
To ſpend the reſt of my unproficable, 
And needleſs days in their innocuous Sports ; 
But then my Father, Mother, and my Brother 
Recurſe unto my Thoughts and ſtrait pluck down 
The Reſolution I had built before 
Love names Philiſius to me, and o'th' ſudden 
The Woods ſeem baſe, and all their harmleſs Pleaſures 
TheDaughters of Neceſlity not Vertue. 
Thus with my felt I wage a War, and am 
To my Reſt a Traitor; I would fain 
Go home, but ſtill the Thought of Aphros frights me. 
How now ? who's here 2 O *tis fair Hylace, 
The grumbling Shepherd's Daughter. 
Enter Hylace. 
Brighteſt of all thoſe Stars that paint the Woods, 
And grace thefe ſhady Habications, 
You're welcome; how ſhall I requite the benefic 
Which you beſtow upon ſo poor a Stranger 
With your fair preſence 2 
Hyl. If it be any Courteſie, 'tis one 
Which I would gladly do you, I have brought 
A rural Preſent, ſome of our own Apples. 
My Father and Mother are ſo hard, 


They watch'd the Tree, or elſe they had been more, 
Such as they are, if they can pleaſe your taſte, 
My Wiſh is crown'd. 

Cal, Q you're too kind, 


L 3 


| Excunt. 
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And teach that Duty to me which I ought 
To have perform'd ; I wou'd | could return 
The half of your Deſerts; but Iam poor 
In every thing buc Thanks. 

Hyl. Your Acceptance only'is Reward 
Too preat for me. 

Cal. How they bluſh 2 
A Man may well imagine they were yours, 

They bear ſo great a ſhew of Modelty. 

Hyl. O you mock my Boldneſs 
To thruſt into. my Company 3 bur truly 
I meant no hurt in't, my Intents were virtuous. 

Cal. The Gods forbid that I ſhould nurſe a Thought 
So wicked 3 thou art innocent I know, 

And pure as Yenus Doves, or Mountain Snow 
Which no Foot hath defil'd, thy Soul is whiter 
(If there be any poſſibility of ir) 

Than that clear Skin that cloaths thy dainty Body. 

Hyl. Nay my pood Will deſerves not to be jcer'd, 
You know I am a rude and Country Wench. 

Cal. Far be it frommy Thoughts, I ſwear I honour 
And love thoſe mgiden Virtues which adorn you, 

Hyl. 1 wou'd you did, as well as I do you, 

Burt the juſt Gods intend not me 1ſo happy, 
And I muſt be contented. I'm undone. [ Enter Bcllula, 
Here's Be/ula, what 1s ſhe grown my Rival ? 

Bel, Bleſs me! whomſeeT 2 Hylace 2 ſome Cloud 
Or friendly Miſt involve me. 

Hyl. Nay Bel/lula, I ſec you well enough. 

Cal. Why doth the Day ſtart back ? are you fo cruel 
To ſhew us firſt the Light, and having ſtruck 
Wonder into us, ſnatch it from our fight ? 

If Spring, crown'd with the Glories of the Earth, 
Appear upon the heav'nly Ram, and ſtreight 
Creep back again into a grey-hair'd Froſt, 

Men will accuſe its Forwardnels. 

Hyl. Pray Heaven 
He be not taken with her 3 ſhe's ſomewhat fair ; 

He did not make ſo long a Speech to me 
I'm ſure oft, tho I brought him Apples. 

Bel. I did miſtake my way ; pray pardon me. 

Hyl. I wou'd you had elle. | 

Cal. I muſt thank Fortune then which led you hither, 
But you can ſtay a lictle while and bleſs us ? 

Bel. Yes (and Love knows how willingly) alas! 

I ſhall quite ſpoil my Garland ere I give it him, 
With hiding it from AHyzace, 'pray Par 

She hath nor ſtoln his Heart alrcady from him, 
And cheated my Intentions. 


Hyt. I would fain be going, but if I ſhould leaye her, 
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It may be I ſhall give her opportunity 
To win him from me, for I know ſhe ioves him, 
And hath perhaps a better Tongue than TI, 
Altho I ſhould be loth to yield to her 
In Beauty or Complexion. 
Bel. Let me ſpeak 
In private with you 3; I am bold to bring 
A Garland to you, *cis of the beſt Flowers 
Which I could gather, I was picking them 
All yeſterday. 
Cal, How you oblige me to you! 
I thank you Sweeteſt, how they flouriſh (till ! 
Sure they grow better ſince your Hand has nipt them. 
Bel. They will do, when your Braw hath honour'd them ; 
Then they may well grow proud, and ſhine more freſhly. 
Cal, What Perfumes dwell in them ! 
They ow theſe Oders to your Breath. 
Hyl. Detend me ye good Gods, 1 think he kiſles her, 
How long they have been talking ! now perhaps 
She's woing him 3 perhaps he forgets me 
And will conſent, Fil put him in remembrance. 
You have not raſted of the Apples yet, 
And they were good ones truly. 
Cal. 1 will do preſently, beſt Zylace, | 
Hyl. That's ſomething yet, wou'd he would ſpeak fo always. 
Cal. I would not change them for thoſe glorious Apples 
Which give ſuch Fame to the Heſperian Gardens. 
Bel.” She hath out-gone me in her Preſent now, 
But I have got a Bceechen Cup at home, 
Curiouſly graven with the ſpreading Leaves, 
And gladlome Burthen of a fruitful Vine, 
Which Damon, the beſt Artiſt of theſe Woods 
Made and b:{towed upon me. I'll bring chat to morrow 
And give it him, and then I'll warrant her 
She will not go beyond me. 
Hyl. What have you got a Chaplet 2 Oh! 
This is 1 ſee of Be/uia's compoſing. 
Bel. Why Hylace 2 you cannot make a better, 
What Flowers *pray doth it want ? 
Cal. Poor Souls! I pity them, and the more, 
Becauſe I have not been my felt a Stranger 
To theſe Love Paſſions, but I wonder 
What they can find in me worth their AﬀeCtion ; 
Truly I would fain fatisfie them both, 
But can do neither ; *tis Fates crime, not mine. 
Bel. Whither go you, Shepherd ? 
Hyl. You will not leave us, will you ? 
Cal. Indeed I ought not, 
You have both bought me with your Courtclizs, 
And ſhould divide me. 
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Hyl. She came laſt to you. 
Bell. She hath another Love, 
And kills Palemosn with her Cruelty, 
How can ſhe expe& Mercy from another 2 
Into what a Labyrinth doth Love draw Mortals. 
And then blindfolds them ! what a Miſt ic throws 
Upon their Senſes! if he be a God, 
As ſure he is (his Power could not be ſo great clſe) 
He knows the Impoſlibility which Nature 
Hath ſet betwixt us, yet entangles us, 
And laughs to fee us ſtruggle Cal, Dye both love me? 
Bell. 1 do, I'm ſure. 
Hyl. And I as much as ſhe. 
Cal. I pity both of you, for you have ſow'd 

Upon unthankful Sand, whoſe dry'd up Womb 

Narure denies to bleſs with Fruitfulneſs , 

You are both fair, and more than common Graces 

Inhabit in you both z Be/ula's Eyes 

Shine like the Lamp of Heav'n, and fo do H#;lace's. 

Hylace's Cheeksare deeper dy'd in Scarlet 

Than the chaſt Morning's Bluſhes, ſo are Bella's, 

And I proteſt I love you-both. Yet cannor, 

Yet muſt not enjoy cither. 

Bel. You ſpeak Riddles. 
Cal, Which Times Commentary 

Muſt only explain to you; and till then 

Farewel good Be/ula, farewel good Hylace, 

I thank you both. [ Exit. 
Hjyl. Alas |! my Hopes are ſtrangled. [Exit. 
Bell. 1 will not yer deſpair : He may grow milder, 

He bad me farewel firſt; and look'd upon me 

With a more ſtedfaſt Eye, than upon her, 

When he departed hence: "twas a good Sign; 

Arleaſt I will imapine ir to be o, 

Hope is the trueſt Friend, and ſeldom leaves one [Exit. 

Enter Truga. 

I doubt not bur this will move him, 

For they are good Apples, but my Tecth are gone, 

I cannot bite them ; bur for all that tho, 

I'll warrant you can love a young Fellow 

As well as any of them all: ay that I can, 

And kiſs lim too as ſweetly. Oh! here's the Mad-man, 

Enter Aphron. 

Hercules, Hercules, ho Hercules, where are you? 

Lend me thy Club and Skin, and when I ha' done, 

Fil fling them to thee again: why Hercules / 
 Poxon you, are you drunk 2 can you not anſwer ? 

Il travel thea without them, and do Wonders. 

' Tru. Iquakeall over, worſe than any Fic 

Of the PaJſic which I have had this forty years, 


Could 
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Could make me do. 

Aph. So, I ha* found the Plot our, 
Firſt Fil climb up on Porter Atlas ſhoulders, 

And craul into Heaven, and P'm ſure 
[cannot chuſe bur find her there. 

Tru. What would become of me if he ſhould ſee me? 
Truly he's a good proper Gentleman, 

It he were not mad, I would not be fo *fraid of him. 

Aph. What have I caught thee, faireſt of all Women 2 
Where haſt thou hid thy ſelf fo long trom Aphroy £2 
Aphron, who hath been dead till this bleſt minute? 

Tru. Ha, ha, ha, whom doth he take me for ? 

Aph. Thy Skin is whiter than the ſnowy Feathers 
Of Leda's Swans. 

Tru. Law you there now, 
| thought I was not ſo unhandſome as they'd make me. 

Aph. Thy Hairs are brighter than the Moons, 

Than when ſhe ſpreads her Beams and fills her Orb. 


Tru. Befhrew their Hearts that call this Gentleman mad, 


He hath his Senſes I'll warrant him, about him, 
As well as any Fellow of them all. 
Aph. Thy Teeth are like two Arches made of Ivory, 
Of pureſt Ivory. 
Tru. Ay for thoſe few I have, 
I think they're white enough. 
Aph. Thou art as freſh as May is, and thy Look 
Is Piture of the Spring. 
Tru. Nay, I am but ſome fourſcore years and ten, 
And bear my Ape well; yet Alupis ſays 
] look like Fanuary, bur Ill teach the Knavye 
Another Tune Pl warrant him. 
Aph. Thy Lips are Cherries, let me taſte them Sweet. 
Tru, You have beg'd ſo handſomly. 


Aph. Ha! ye good Gods defend me! Tis a Witch, a Hag. 


Tru, Whataml? 
Aph, A Witch, one that did take the ſhape 
Of my beſt Miſtris, but thou could'ſt nor long 
Bely her Pureneſs. 
Irs. Now he's ſtark mad again upon the ſudden; 
He had ſome Senſe e'n now. 
Aph. Thou look'ſt as if thou wert ſome wicked Woman 
Frighted out of the Grave; defend mc, how 
Her Eyes do ſink into their ugly Holes, 
As it they were afraid to ſee the Light. 
Tra. I wi'l not be abus'd thus, that I will nor, 
My Hair was bright e'n now, and my Looks freſh. 
Am | ſoquickly chang'd ? 
Aph. Her Breath inte&s the Air, and ſows a Peltilence 
Where er ic comes 3 what hath ſhe there ? 
I! theſe are Apples made up with the Stings 
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Of Scorpions, and the Blood of vor rh 


Which being ſwallow'd up, a thouſagd Pains 
Eat on the Heart, and gnaw the Entrails our, 


Tru. 


Thou lyſt; ay, thou doſt, 


For theſe are honeſt Apples that they are ; 
I'm fare I gather'd them my elf. | 
Aph, From the Stygian Tree; give them me quickly, orl will-- 


Tru. 
Aph. Get thee gone quick 
Thou art 7ifphone. 


Whar will you do ? 'pray take them. 


Tru. *Tis talſez for I know no ſuch Woman. 
I am glad I am got from him, would I had 


My Ap 


ples too, but 'tis no matter tho, 


Fl! have a better Gift for Ca/idorus 
To morrow, 
Aph. The Fiend is vaniſh'd from me, 
And hath left theſe behind for me to taſte of, 
But I will be too cunning : Thus V1! ſcatter them, 
Now I have ſpoil'd her Plot ; unhappy he 
Who finds them. | 


' The Endof the ſecond 4A. 


ly from me, for I know thee; 


AcrT II Scene l. 


Enter Florellus. 
HE Sun five times had gone his yearly P:ooreſs, 
Since laſt I ſaw my Siſter, and returning 


Big with Deſire to view my native Sicz/y, 

I found my aged Parents ſadly mourning 
"The Funeral (for to them ir ſeems no leſs) 

Of their departed Daughterz what a Welcome 
This was to me, all in whoſe Hearts a Vein 

Of Marble grows not, may caſily conceive 
Without the dumb Pcrſuaſions of my Tears. 
Yet, as it that were nothing, and it were 

A kind of Happineſs in Miſery, 

It t come without an Army to attend it, 

AsI paſsd through theſe Woods, I ſaw a Woman 
Whom her Attire call'd Shepherdeſs, bur her Face 
Some diſpguis'd Angel, or a Sylvan Goddeſs ; 

It ſtruck ſuch Adoration (tor I durſt nor 
Harbour the Love of ſo divine a Beauty) 

Thar ever ſince I could not teach my Thoughts 
Another ObjeE&t; in this happy Place, 

(Happy her Preferice made it) ſhe appear'd, 


And 
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And breath'd freſh honors on the ſmiling trees, 
Which owe more of their gallantry to her 
Than to the Musky kiſſes of the Welt wind. 
Ha! ſure*tis ſhe 5 thus doth the Sun break forth 
From the black curtain of an envious Cloud, 
Enter Alupis, Bellula, Hylace. 
Alu. For 'tis but a folly, &c. 
Hyl. We did not ſend for you; pray leave us. 
Alu. No by this light, not till I ſee you cry; 
When you have ſhed ſome penitential tears 
For wronging of Palzmon, there may be 
A truce concluded betwixt you and me. 
Bel. This is uncivil, 
To thruſt into our company 3 do you think 
That we admire your wit? pray go to them 
That do, we would be private. 
Alu. To what purpoſe? 
You'd ask how many Shepherds he hath ſtrooken? 
Which is the propereſt man? which kiſſes ſweeteſt ? 
Which brings her the beſt Preſents ? and then tell 
What a fine man woos you, how red his lips are? 
How bright his eyes are? and what dainty ſonnets 
He hath compoſed in honour of your Beauty 2 
And then at laſt, with what rare tricks you fool him ? 
Theſe are your learn'd diſcourſes; but were all 
Menof my temperance, and wiſdom roo, 
You ſhould woo us, I, and «woo hardly too, 
Before you got us. 
Flo. O prophaneneſs ! 
' Can he fo rudely ſpeak to that bleſt Virgin, 
And not be ſtrucken dumb ? 
Alu. Nay, you have both a mind to me; I know it, 
But I will marry neither; I come hither 
Not to gaze on you, or extol your beauty ; 
| come to vex you. 
Flo, Ruder yet? I cannot, 
| will not ſuffer this; mad fellow, is there 
Noother Nymph in all theſe ſpacious Woods, 
To fling thy wild, and ſaucy laughter at, 
Buther > whom thy great Deity even Par: 
Him(clf would honour, do not dare to utter 
The (malleſt accent if not cloath'd with reverence, 
Nay, do not look upon her but with eyes 
As humble and ſubmiſſive as thou would(t 
Upon the brow of Majeſty, when it frowns : 
L ſpeak but that which Duty binds us all to. 
Thou ſhalt not think upon her, no not think, 
Without as much reſpe& and honor to her 
As holy men in ſuperſtitious zeal 
Give to the Images they worſhip. 


BeB. Ob! 
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Bell. Ok! this is the Gentleman courted me th other day, 
Alu. Why 2? have you: got a Patent to reſtrain me ? 
Or do you think your glorious ſute carr fright me? 
'Twould do you much more credit at the Theatre, 
To riſe betwixt the As, and look about 
The Boxes, and then cry, God fave you Madam; 
Or bear you out 1n quarrelling at an Ordinary, 
And make your Oaths become you 3 have you ſhown 
Your gay apparel every where in town, 
That you can afford us the fight of't, or 
Hath that grand Devil whoſe eclipſed ſergeant, 
Frighted you out of the City ? | 
lo. Your looſe jeſts 
When they are ſhot at me, I ſcorn to take 
Any revenge upon them, but neglect, 
For then 'tis raſhneſs only, but as ſoon '"' 
As you begin to violate her name, 
Nature and Conſcience too bids me be angry, 
For then'tis wickedneſs, 
Alu. Well, it it be ſo, 
I hope you can forgive the fin that's paſt 
Without the doletul fight of trickling tears, 
For I have eyes of Pumice 3 I'm content 
Tolet her reſtjn quiet, but you have given me 
Free leave Yabuſe you, on the condition 
You will revenge it only with negleR, 
For then *cis raſhneſs only. 
Flo, Whartare you biting ? 
Where d1d you pick theſe fragments up of wit ? 
Alu Wherel paid dear enough a conſcience for them, 
They ſhould be more than fragments by their price, 
I bought them Sir, even from the very Merchant», 
I {corn'd to deal with your poor City Pedlers, itt {-l! 
By retail : bur let that paſs, For 'tis but*#'Frlly &- 
Flo. Then you have ſeen the City, : 
Ala. 1 and felt it coo, I thank the Devil; I'm ſuc 
It ſuckt up in three years the whole eſtate 
My Father left, tho he were counted rich : 
A pox of forlorn Captains, pitiful things, 
Whom you miſtake tor Soldiers, only by 
Their ſounding Oaths, and a Buff jerkin, and 
Some Hiſtories which they have learn'd by roat, 
Of Battels fought in Perſia, or Pelonia, 
Where they themſelves were of che conquering ſide, 
Although God knows one of the City Captains, 
Armd with broad Scarf, Feather, and Scarler breeches, 
When he inſtructs the Youthon Holy-days, 
And is made fick with fearful noiſe of Guns, 


Would poſe them in the art Military ; theſe 
Were my firlt Leeches. 
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Flo, So, no wonder then you ſpent ſo faſt. 
Als. Piſh, theſe were nothing : 
I grew to keep your Poets company, 
Thoſe are the ſoakers, they refin'd me firſt 
Of thoſe groſs humors that are bred by mony, 
And made me ſtrait a wit, as now you ſee, 
For 'tis but a folly, &c. 

Flo. But haſt thou none to fling thy ſalt upon 
But theſe bright Virgins ? 

Alu. Yes, now you are here, 

You areas good a Theme as I conld wiſh. 

Hjl. "Tis beſt for meto go, while they are talking, 
For if I (teal not from Alupis fight, 

He'll follow me all day to vex me. 

Alu. What are you vaniſhing, coy Miſtris Hylace? 
Nay, Ill be with you (trait, but firſt III fetch 
Palemon, now if he can play his part 
And leave off whining, we'll have princely ſport, 
Well, 1 may live intime to have the Women 
Scratch out nry eyes, or elſe ſcold me to death, 

[ ſhall deſerve it richly : Farewel Sir, 

I have employment with the Damſel gone, 

And cannot now intend you. 
Flo. They re both gone, 

Dire& me now good Love, and teach my tongue 

Th' Inchantments that thou wood'ſt thy P/yche with. 
Bell. Farewel Sir. 
Flo. Oh ! be not ſo cruel, 

Let me enjoy my ſelf a little while, 

Which without you I cannot. 

Bell. Pray let me go, 

To tend my Sheep, there's none that looks to them, 
And if my Father miſs me, he'll ſo chide. 


Flo. Alas! thou need(tnot fear, for th' Wolf himſelf, 


Tho hunger whet the fury of its nature, 
Would learn to ſpare thy pretty Flocks, and be 
As careful as the Sheperds dog to guard them, 
Nay if he ſhould not, Par would preſent be, 
And keep thy tender Lambs in ſafety for thee, 
For tho he be a God he would not bluſh 
To be thy Servant. 

Bel. Oh! You're courtly Sir : 
But your fine words will not defend my Sheep, 
Or ſtopthemif they wander; let me go. 

Flo. Are you ſo fearful of your Cattles loſs ? 
Yet ſo negle&tul of my periſhing, 
(For without you how can I chooſe but periſh? ) 
Tho I my ſelf were moſt contemptible, þ. 
Yet for this reaſon only, that I love 
And honour you, I deferve more than they do. 

M 2 


[Exit. 


[ Exit. 


Bell. What 
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Bell, What would you do that thus you urge my ttay ? 
Flo. Nothing I ſwear that ſhould offend a Saint, 
Nothing which can call up the maiden blood, 
To lend thy face a bluſh, nothing which chatt 
And virtuous Siſters can deny their Brothers, 
I do confeſs I love you, bur the fire 
In wbich Jove courted his ambirious Miltris, 
Or that by holy men on altars kindled, 
Is not ſo pure as mineis;3 Þ would only 
Gaze thus upon thee; feed my hungry eyes 
Sometimes with thoſe: bright Trefles, which the wind 
Far happier than I, plays up and down in, - 
And ſometimes with thy cheeks, thoſe rofte twins ; 
Then gently touch thy hand, and often kits ir, 
Till chou thy ſelf ſhouldſt check my modeſty, 
And yield thy lips, but further, cho thou ſhould'(ſt 
Like other maids with weak reſiſtance ask it, 
(Which I'm ſure thou wilt) I'd not offer 
Till lawful Hymez joyn us both, and give 
A licence unto my deſires. 
Bell. Which I 
Need not beltow much language to oppole, 
Fortune and Nature have forbidden it, 
When they made me a rude and homely werch, 
You (if your cloaths and carriage be not lyars ) 
By ſtate and birth a Gentleman. 
Flo. I hope 
I am without ſuſpicion of a boaſter 
Say that I am ſo, elſe my love were impudence ; 
For do you think wiſe nature did intend 
You for a Shepherdeſs, when ſhe beſtow'd 
Such pains 1n your creation ? would ihe fetch 
The perfumes of Arabia for your breath ? 
Or ranſack Peſiam of her choiceſt Roſes 
T* adorn your cheeks? would ſhe bereave the Rock 
Ot Coral for your lips ? and catch two Stars 
As they were falling, which ſhe form'd your eyes of ? 
Would ſhe herſelf turn work-worman and ſpin 
Threads of the fineſt Gold to be your Treſles ? 
Or rob the Great to make one Microcoſm 2 
And having finiſh'd quite the beauteous wonder, 
Hide it from publick view and admiration ? 
No ; ſhe would ſet it on ſome Pyremid, 
To be the ſpeRacle of many eyes: 
And it doth prieve me that my niggard fortune. 
Rais'd me not up to higher eminency, 
Not that I am ambitious of ſuch honors 
But that through them I might be made more worthy 
To enjoy you. 
Bell. You are for ought I ſee 


Too 
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Too great already ; I will eitker live 

An undefiled Virgin as Tam, 

Or if I marry, not belye my birth, 

But joyn my ſelf to ſome plain vertuons Shepherd 

(for Callidors 15 10) and I will be either hisor no bodies. | Aſide. 
Flo. Pray hear me. G 
Bell. Alas! I have Sir, and do therefore now 

Prepare to anſwer, if this Paſſion 

Be love, my Fortune bids me deny you 3 

If Luſt, my honeſty commands to ſcorn-you, 

Farewel. 
Flo. O ſtay a little ! but two words ſhe's gone, 

Gone, like the glorious Sun, which being ſer, 

Night creeps behind and covers all ; ſome way 

I muſt ſeek out to win her, or what's eaficr 

(And the blind man himſelf without a guide 

May find ) ſome way todie 3 would I had been 

Born a poor Shepherd in theſe ſhady woods. 

Nature 1s cruel in her benefits, 

And when {he gives us hony, mingles gall. 

She ſaid that if ſhe married, the Woods. 

Should find a husband for her. I will woo her 

In Silvian habit, then perhaps ſhe'll love me—— 

But yet I will not, thar'sin vain 3 I will too, 


It cannot hurt to try. [Bxit. 


Ezter Alupis, Palzmon, after them Hylace. 
Alu. Nay come, ſhe's juſt behind us, are you ready ? 
When ſhe ſcolds, be you loudeſt, if ſhe cry 
Then laugh abundantly, thus we will vex her 
Into a good conceit of you. 
Pal. Till warrant you you haveinſtructed me enough, 
She comes. 
Hy. 1s poflible that BeLula—— 
Pal. Fair creaturc 
Hyl. Sure thou wert born to trouble me, who ſent for thee? 
Pal. Whom, all the Nymphs (tho Women uſe to be 
As you know, envious of anothers Beauty ) 
Confeſs the pride and glory of theſe Woods. 
Hyl. When did you make this ſpeech ? *tisa moſt neat one: 
Go, get you gone, look to your rotren Cattle, 
You'll never keep a Wife, who are not able 
To keep you Sheep. 
Alz. Good ! ſhe abuſes him. 
Now *tis a miracle he doth not cry. 
Pal. Thou whom the Stars might envy 'cauſe they are 
Out-ſhone by thee on earth. 
Hyl. Pray get you gone, 
Or hold your prating tongue, for whatſoever 
Thou ſayeſt, I will not hear a ſyllable, 
Much leſs anſwer thee. 


Pal. No 3 
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Pal. No ||! ery that ſtrait, 
[ have a preſent here— 
Which if you'll give me leave, I ſhall preſume 
To dedicate to your Service. 
Hiyl. You're ſo cunning, 
And have ſuch pretty ways to entice me with 3 
Come let me ſeeit. 
Pal. Oh! have you found a tongue ? 
I thought I had not been worth an anſwer. 
Hyl. How now 3 what tricks are thele ? 
Give it me quickly, or— 
Pal. Pray get you gone, or hold your prating tongue z 
For whatſoever thou ſayeſt I will not hear 
A ſyllable, much leſs anſwer thee. 
Als. Good boy 'faith : now let me come. 
Hyl. This is ſome Plot I ſee, would I were gone, 
| had as lieve ſee the Wolf as this Alapzs. 
Als. Here's a fine Ring, I faith, a very pretty one, 
Do your teeth water at it Damſel ? ha? 
Why, we will ſell our Sheep and Oxen, girl, 
Hang them ſcurvy Beaſts, to buy your pretty knacks; 
That you might laugh at us, and call us fools, 
And jeer us too, as far as our wit reaches, 
Bid us begone, and when we have talk'd two hours, 
Deny to anſwer us3 nay you mult ſtay [She offers to be gone. 
And hear a little more, 
Hyl. Muſt 1> are you 
The Maſter of my buſineſs? I will not. 
Als. Faith but you ſhall ; hear therefore and be patient. 
[11 have thee made a Lady, yes a Lady, 
For when thou'ſt got a chain about thy neck, 
And comely bobs to dandle in thine ears: 
When thou'lſt perfum'd thy hair, that if thy breath 
Should be corrupted, it might ſcape unknown, 
And then beſtow'd two hours incurling it, 
Uncovering thy breaſt hither, thine Arms hither, 
And had thy Fuces curiouſly laid on ; 
Thoud'ſt be the fineſt proud thing, Þ'll warrant thee 
Thou would'{t outdo them all. So, now go thee to her, 
And letme breath a litcle; For 'tis but a folh, Cc, 
Hl. Oh! ist your turn to ſpeak agaln 2? no doubt 
Burt we ſhall have a good Oration then, 
For they call you the learned Sheperd; well! 
This is your love [I ſee, 
Pal. Ha, ha, ha, 
What ſhould I love aſtone? or woo a picture ? 
Alas! Imuſtbe gone, for whatſo'er 
I ſay, you will not hear a lyllable, 
Much leſs anſwer; go, you think you are 
So ſingularly handſom, when alas, 
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Gala, Menalcha's Daughter, Beliula, 
Or Amaryl/zs overcome you quite. » [2:4 ts 
Hyl. This is a ſcurvy fellow 3. FN. fit him for's, F 9} 
No ; they arez I wonder that your: wiſdons - 
Will trouble me ſo long with your vain ſuit, 
Why do you not woo them 2 
Pal. Perhaps I do; 
[1] not tell you, becauſe yow'll envy thew, 
And always be diſprailing of their beauties. 
Hyl. It ſhall appear I will not, for I'll ſooner 
Embrace a Scorpion, than thee, baſe man. 
Pal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Alupis, do' t thou bear her: ; ſhe'll cry preſdenly,: 
Do not deſpair yet girl, by your good carriage 
You may recall me (till ; ſome few entreaties 
Mingled with tears may get a kiſs perhaps. 
Hl. 1 would not kiſs thee for the wealth of Sicily, 
Thou wicked perjur'd fellow. 
Pal. Alupis, Oh! 
We have incens d her too much | how ſhe looks? 
Prithee Alypis, help me to intrear, 
You know he did but jeſt, dear Hylace, 
Alupis, prithee ſpeak, belt, beauteous Hylace, 
[did bur do't to try you, pray forgive me, 
Upon my knees [ beg ir. 
Alu. Here's a precious fool, 
Hyl. Do'tt thou {till mock me? haſt thou found more ways ? 
Thou need'{t not vex my wit to move my hate, 
Sooner the Sun and Stars ſhall ſhine together, 
Sooner the Wolf make peace with tender Lambs, 
Than I with thee 3 thou'rt a Diſeaſe to me, 
And wound'{t my eyes. [ Exit, 
Pal. Eternal night involve me / if there be 
A puniſhment (bur ſure there is not any) 
Greater chan what her Anger hath inflicted, 
May that tall on me too! how have I fool F 
Away my hopes? how have [been my ſelf 
To my own (colt as a thief ? 
Alu. I told you this, 
That it (he ſhould but frown, you muſt needs fall 
To your old tricks 2gain. 
Pal. Is this your art? 
A Lovers Curie upon it; Oh! Alupis 
Thou halt done worſe than murthered me: for which 
May all thy Flocks pine and decay like me, 
May thy curſt wit hurt all, but moſt its Maſter 
May'it thou (for I can wiſh no greater ill) 
Love one like me, and be, like me, contemo'd, 
Thou'ſt all the darts my tongue can fling at thee, 
ButI will be reveng'd ſome other way. 


Before 
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Before | die, which cannot now be long. 
"Als. Poor Shepherd ! I begin to pity him. 
I'll ſee if I can comfort him Palemm,— 
Pal. Nay, do not follow me, grief, paſſion, 
And troubled thoughts are my companions, 
Thoſe I had rather entertain than thee, 


If you chooſe this way let me go the other, 7-2 
And in both parts diſtra&ted error, thee 
May revenge quickly meet, may death meet me. [Exit 


Alu. Well, I ſay Pax defend me from a Lover, 
Of all tame mad-men certainly they're the worſt, 
I would not meet with two ſuch creatures more 
For any good, they without doubt would put me, 
If it be poſlible, into a fir of ſadneſs, 
Though it Be but a folly, &c. 
Well ; I muſt find ſome plot yet to falve this, 
Becauſe I have engaged my wit in the bufineſs, 
And'twould be a greater Scandal to the City, 
If I who have ſpent my means there, ſhould not be 
Able to cheat theſe Shepherds. How now, how now, 
Have we more diſtreſſed Lovers here? [Enter Aphron. 
 _ Aph. No, I'm a mad-man. - 
Ala. I gave aſlrewd gueſs at it at firſt gh, 
I thought thee little better. 
Aph. Better, why? 
Can there be any better than a mad-man ? 
I tell thee, I camehereto be a mad-man, 
Nay, do not diflwade me from't, I would be 
A very mad-man. 
Als. A good reſolution ! 
'Tis as genteel a courſe as you can take, 
I have known great ones have not been aſham'd of : 
But what cauſe pray drove you into this humor ? 
Aph. Why a Miltris, 
And ſuch a beauteonus one ——- doſt thou ſee no body ? 
She (its upon a Throne amongſt the Stars 
And out- ſhines them, look up and be amazed, 
Such was her beauty here, — ſure there do lie 
A thouſand vaporsia thy (leepy eyes, 
Do'ſt thou not ſee her yet ? nor yet? nor yet ? 
Alu. No in good troth, 
Aph. Thovw'rt dull andiignoranr, 
Not $kill'd at all in deep Aſtrology. 
Let me inſtuct thee, 
Ala. Prithee do, for thou 
Artin an admirable cafe to teach now. 
4pb. T1 ſhew thee firſt all the celeſtial figns, 
And to begin, look on that horned head, 
Alu. Whoſe is't > Jupiters > 
4ph, No'tis the Ram :; 
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Next that, the ſpacious Bull fills up the place. 
Alu. The Bull > *tis well, the fellows of the Guard 
Intend not to come thither 3 if they did 
The Gods might chance to loſe their Beek, 
Aph. And then, 
Yonder's the ſign of Gemini, doſt ſee't 2 
Alu. Yes, yes, I ſce one of the zealous Siſters 
Mingled in friendſhip with a holy Brother 
To beget Reftormations. 
Aph. And there fits Capricory. 
Alu. A Welchman, is't not 2 
Aph. There Cancer creeps along with gouty pace, 
As it his feet were (leepy, there, d'ye mark it ? 
Ala. I, IT, Aldermanlike awalking after Dinner, 
His paunch o'ercharg'd with Capon and with White-broth. 
Aph. But now, now, now, now, gaze eternally, 
Hadſt thou as many eyes as the black night, 
They would be all too little, feeſt thou Yirgo ? 
Alu. No by my troth, there are fofew on Earth, 
I ſhould be loth to ſwear there's more in Heaven, 
Than only one. 
Aph. That was my Miſtris once, but is of late 
Tranſlated tothe height of deferv'd Glory, 
And adds new Ornaments to the wondring Heavens. 
Why dol ſtay behind then, a meer nothing 
Without her preſence to give lite and being ? 
If there be any hill whoſe lofty top 
N:ture has made contiguous with Heaven, 
Tho it be ſteep, rugged as Neptanes brow, 
 Thoarm'd with cold, with hunger, and diſeaſes, 
And all the other Soldiers of Milcry, 
Yer I would climb it up, that I might come 
Next place to thee, and there be made a Star. 
Alz. I prithee do, for amongſt all the beaſts 
That help ro make up the Celeſtial Signs, 
There's a Calt wanting yet. 
Aph. Bur ſtay —— 
{z. Nay, I have learnt enough Aſtrology. 
Aph. Hunger and faintneſs have already leiz'd me, 
Tis a long journey thither, I ſhall want 
Proviſion; canſt thou help me, gentle Shepherd? 
And when Iam come thither, I will ſnatch 
The Crown of Ariadye, and fling't down 
To thee for a reward. 
Alu. No doubt you will; 
But you ſhall need no victuals, when you have ended 
Your toilſom journey, kill the Ram you talk of, 
And feed your ſelf with moſt celeſtial Mutton. 
Aph. Thov'ct in the right, if they deny me that, 
Il pluck the Bear down from the Artique Pole, 
N 


And 
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And drown it in thoſe waters it avoids, 

And dares not touch; I'll rug the Hyades 

And make them to fit down in ſpight of nature 3 
i! meet with Charles his Wain and overturn, 
And break the wheels of't, till Bootes ſtarr 

For fear, and grow more flow than cer he was. 

Alu. By this good light he'll ſnuff the Moon anon, 

Here's words indeed would fright a Conyurer, 
'Tis pity that theſe huge Gigantick ſpeeches 
Are not upon the Stage, they would do rarcly, 
For none would underſtand them, I could with 

Some Poct here now, with his Table-Book. 

Aph. Il cuff with Po/ax, and out-ride thee, Caſtor, 
When the fierce Lion roars I'll pluck his hcart our, 
And be call'd Cordelion ; Pl grapple with the Scorpion, 
Take his ſting out and fling it to the carth, 

Als. To me good Sir, 

Ic may perhaps raiſe me a great Eſtate 
With ſhewing'c up and down tor Pence apiece. 

Aph. Alcides freed the earth from ſavage Monſtcrs, 
AndI will free the Heavens, and be call'd 
Don Hercules Alcido de ſecundo. 

Alu. A brave Caſtilian name, 

Aph. "Tis a hard task, 

But if that fellow did ſo much by ſtrength, 
I may well do't arm'd both with Love and Fury. 

Alu. Of which thou haſt enough. 

Aph. Farewel thou rar. 

The Cedar bids the Shrub adicu. F 

Alu. Farewel | 
Don Hercules Alcides de ſecunde. 
I! thou ſcar'ſt any , *ewill be by that name. 
This is a wonderful rare fellow, and i 
I like his humour mightily —— who's here - 

Enter Truga. 

The Chronicle of a hundred years ago! 
How many Crows has ſhe out-liv'd ? ſure death 
Has quite forgot her; by this Memento mor: 
I muſt invent ſome trick to help Palermo. 

Tra. I am going again to Callidoraus, 
Burt I have got a better preſenc now, 
My own Ring made of good Ebony, 
Which a young handſom Shepherd beſtowed on me 
Some fourſcore years ago, then they all loy'd me, 
I wasa handſome Laſs, I was in thoſe days. 

Alu. 1, fothou wert, Vil warrant ; here's good fign of, 

Now 11] begin the Work, Reverend Truga, 

Whoſe very Autumn ſhows how glorious 

The ſpring time of your Youth was 
Tru. Are you come 
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To put your mocks upon me? 
Alu. 1 do confeſs indeed my former ſpeeches 
Have been too rude and ſaucy 3 I have flung 
Mad jelts roo wildly at youz but conſidering 
The reverence which is due to age and vertue, 
{ have repented, will you ſce my tears? 
And bclieve them : Oh for an Onion now ! 
Orc I ſhall laugh aloud, ha, ha, ha! ; [ Afide; 
7ru. Alas good ſoul! Ido torgive you truly ; 
I would not have you weep for me, indeed 
I ever thought you would repent art laſt, 
Alu. Y ou might well, 
Bur the right valuing of your worth and vertue 
Hath turn'd the folly of my former ſcotn 
Into a wiſer reverence, pardon me 
If Ifay love. 
7ru. I, I, with all my heart, 
But do you ſpeak ſincerely? 
Alu, Oh! it grieves me 
Thar you ſhould doubt it, what I ſpake before 
Were Lyes, the oft-ſpring of a fooliſh raſhneſs, 
I ſee ſome ſparks {till of your former beauty, 
Which in ſpighr of time ſtill louriſh. 
Tru. Why 1 amnot 
So old as you imagined, I am yet 
Bur jonelroes years. Amla Fanzary now? 
How do you think? I always did believe 
You'd be of another opinion one day, 
I know you did bur jeſt. 
Alu. Ohno, oh no, (I ſee it takes) 
How you belyc your age—for—let me ſee— 
A man would take you—let me ſee—for — 
Some forty years or thercabouts (I mean four hundred) {| Aſide. 
Not a jot more [I ſwear. 
7ru, Oh no! you flatter me, 
Bur I look ſomething freſh indced this morning, 
I ſhould pleaſe Calizdorus mightily, 


ButFll not go perhaps ; this fellow is | 2 
As bandſom quite as he, and I perceive 
He loves me hugely, I proteſt I will not [Afrde. 


Have him grow mad, which I may chance to do 
It I ſhould ſcorn him. 
Alu. T have ſomething here 
Which wou'd fain reveal to you, but dare not 
Without your Licence. 
Tru. Doin Pans name, do; now, now. 
Ala. The comely Gravity which adorns your age, 
And makes you ſtill ſeem lovely, hath fo ſtrucken me 
Tru. Alas good foul! I muſtſeem coy ar firlt, SE 
Burt not too long, for fear I ſhou'd quite loſe him. 


N 2 Als. Thar 


Loves Riddle. 


Ala. That I ſhall periſh utterly, unieſs 
Your gentle nature help me. 
Trz. Alas good Shepherd ! 
And in troth I fain would help you, 
Buc I am paſt thoſe vanities of Love. 
Als, Ohno! 
Wiſe nature which preſery'd your life till now 
Doth it becauſe you ſhou'd enjoy theſe pleaſures 
W hich do belong to life, it you deny me, 
I am undone. 
Tru. Well you ſhou'd not win me 
But that] am loth to be held the cauſe 
Of any young mans ruin, de not think it 
My want of chaſtiry, but my good-narure 
Which wou'd ſee no one hurt. 
Alu. Ah pretty ſoul! [Afide. 
How ſupple *tis, like Wax before the Sun ! % 
Now cannot I chuſe bur kiſs ber, there's the plague oft, 
Ler's then joyn our hearts, and ſcal them with a kiſs. 
Tru, Well, let usthen : b 
'Twere Inciviliry to be your Debtor, 
ll give you back again your kiſs, Sweet-heart, 
And come inth' Afternoon, Tl ſee you; 
My Husband will be gone to fell ſome Kine, 
And Hylace tending the Sheep, till then : 
Farewel good Duck. [Offers to go. 
Bur do you hear, becauſe you ſhall remember (Turns back, 
To come, Tl give thee here this Ebon Ring, 
Bur do not wear it, leſt my Husband chance 
Toſeet; Farewel Duck. 
Alu. Leſt her Husband chance 
To ſee'c: ſhe can't deny this, here's enough; 
My Scene of Loy is done then is ſhe gone 2? 
T1! call her back; ho Tragasz Truga ho : 
Ju. Why do you call me, Duck 2 
Alu. Only to ask one fooliſh queſtion of thee : 
Ha'n't you a Husband ? | 
@ 774. Yes, you know I have. 
Alu. And do you love him ? 
Tru. Why d'ye ask ? Ido. 
Alu. Y ct you can becontent to make him a Cuckold. 
Tru. Rather than ſee you periſh in your flames. 
Alu. Why, art thou now two hundred years of age, 
Yet haſt no more diſcretion but ro think 
Thar I cou'd love thee? ha, ha, ha, wert mine, 
I'd fell thee ro ſome Gardner, thou wou'dſt ſerve 
To ſcare away the Thieves as well as Crows. 
Tru, Oh, you're diſpoſed to jeſt I ſec, Farewel. \ 
Alu. Nay, Im in very earneſt; I love you! 
Why thy face is a vizard, | 


Tru, Leave 
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7r4. Leave off theſe tricks, I ſhall be angry elle, 
And take away the favours I beſtow'd. 

Alu. *Tis known that thou haſt eyes by the holes only, 
Which are crept farther in, than chy noſe our, 
And that's almoſt a yard 3 thy quarrelling teeth 
Of ſuch a Colour are, that they themſelves 
Scare one another, and do ſtand at diſtance ; 
Thy Skin hangs looſe asif it fear'd the bones, 
(For fleſh thou haſt not) and is grown ſo black, 
That a wild Centaur wou'd not meddle with thee: 
To conclude, Nature made thee when ſhe was 
Oaly diſpos'd to jeſt, and length of time 
Has made thee more ridiculous. 

Tre, Baſc Villain, is this your Love? 

Give me my Ring again. 

Alu. No, no; ſoft there: 

T intend to beſtow it on your Husband ; 

He'll keep it better tar than you have done. 

Tru. What ſhalll do? Alupis, good Alupis, 
Stay bur a litcle while, pray do bur hear me. 

Alu. No, Tl come to you in the Afternoon, 
Your Husband will beſelling of ſome Kine, 

And Zlace tending the ſheep. 

Tra. Pray hear me, command me any thing 
And be bur ſilent of this, good Alupis 5 
Hugh, Hugh, Hugh, 

Alu, Yes, yes, yes, I will be filent, 

FIl only blow a Trumpet on yon hill, 

Till all the Country Swains are flockr about me, 

Then ſhew the Ring, and tell the paſſages 

 'Twixt you and me. 

Tru. Alas! lam undone, 

Alu. Well now 'tis ripe ; I have had ſport enough, 
Since I behold your penitential rears 5 
I'!l propoſe this to you, if you can get 
Your Daughter to be married to Pa/emor 
This day, for I'll allow no longer time 3 
To morrow Ill reſtore your Ring, and ſwear 
Never to mention what has paſt betwixt us, 

If not you know what follows——take your Choice. 
Trx. Til do my beſt endeavour. 
Alu. Go make haſt then, 

You know your time's but ſhort, then uſe it well: [Exit Truga. 

Now if this tail che Devil's in all wit, 

FIl goand thruſt ir forward, if it take, 

T1! fing away the day, 
For 'tis but a folly, 
To be melancholy, 
Let's live here whilſt we may. 


The End of the third Att: P Rae." 
ACT 
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AcrtlIv. Scene l. 


Enter Ca//idoyus, Bellula, Florellus, 
Cal. Ray follow me no-more, methinks that modeſty 
Which is ſo lively painted in your face, 
Shou'd prompt your maiden heart with fears and bluſhcs 
To truſt your ſelf in ſo much privatenels 
With one you know nor. 
Bel. 1 ſhou'd love thoſe fears, 
And call them hopes, cou'd I perſwade my elf 
There were ſo much heat in you as to cauſe them ; 
Prithee leave me; It thou doſt hope ſucceſs [To Florellas. 
To thine own love, why interrupr'ſt thou mine 2? 
Flo. It Lovecauſe you 
To follow him, how can you angry be ? 
Becauſe Love forces me withour reſiſtance 
Todo the ſame to you ? 
Bell. Love ſhou'd not grow 
So ſubtil as to phay with arguments. 
Flo. Love ſhou'd not be an enemy to Reaſon. 
Cal. To Love isof itſelf a kind of folly, 
But to love one who cannot render back 
Equal defire, is nothing el{e but madneſs, 
Bell. Tell himſo; *tisa Lefſon-he thou'd learn. 
Flo. Notto love is of itſelf a kind of hardneſs, 
But not to love him who has always woo'd you 
With chaſt deſires, is nothing leſs than Tyranny. 
Bell. Tell him ſo ; *ris a Leſſon he ſhou'd learn. 
Cal. Why do you follow him thar flies from you? 
Fl:. Why do you flie from him that follows you 2 
Bell. Why do you follow > Why do you flie trom me? 
Cal. The Fates command me that I muſt not love you. 
Flo. The Fates command me that Inceds muſt love you. 
Bell. The Fares impole the like command on me, 
Thar you Imuſt, that you I cannor love. 
Flo. Unhappy man! when FE begin to cloath 
My Love with words, and court her with perſuaſions, 
She ſtands unmoy'd, and doth not clear her Brow 
Of the leaſt Wrinkle which fat there before; 
So-when the waters. with an amorous noiſe 
Leap up and down, and in a wanton dance 
Kiſs the dull Rock, that ſcorns their fond embraces, 
And darts them back ; till chey with terror ſcatter'd, 
Drop down again in tears. d 
Bell. Unhappy Woman! 
When I begin cothew him-all my paſſion, 
He flies from me, and willhottlcar his Brow 
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Ot any Cloud which cover'd it before; 
So when theraviſhing Nightingale has run'd 
Her mournful notes, and ilenc'd all the Birds, 
Yer the deat wind flirts by, and in diſdain 
With a rude Whiſtle leaves her. . 
Cla. We're all three 
Unhappy 3 born to be the proud example 
Ot Loves great God-head, not his God-like goodnels, 
Let us not call upon out ſelves thoſe miſerics 
Which Love has not, and thoſe it has, bear bravely, 
Our deſires yet arc like ſome hidden text, 
Where one word ſeems to contradi@ another, 
They arc Loves Nonſence, wrapt up in thick clouds, 
Till Fate be pleas'd to write a Commentary, 
Which doubtleſs twill ; till then let us endure, 
And found a Parlec to our Paſſions. 
Be//. We may joyn hands tho, may we not 2 Weg 
Fls. We may, and lips too, may we nor 2 
Bell. We may, come ler's fit down and talk. 
Cal, And look upon cach other. 
Flo. Then kiſs again. 
Bel]. Then look. 
Cal. Then talk again, 
Whar are welike 2 the hand of Mother Nature 
Would be quite pos'd to make our ſmile. 
Flo, We are the 7r:igon in Loves Hemiſphere, 
Bell. We are three ſtrings on Yenus dainti'ſt Lute, 
Where all three hinder one anothers Muſick, 
Yet all three joyn and make one Harmony. 
Cal. We are three flow'rs of Yexus dainty Garden, 
Where all three hinder one anothers Odor, 
Yet all three joyn, and make one Noſegay up. 
Flo. Come let us kiſs again. 
Bell. And look. 
Cal. And talk. 
Flo. Nay rather ſing, your Lips are Natures Organs, 
And made for nought leſs ſweet than harmony. 
Cal. Pray do. 
Bell. Thol forfeit 
My little skill in ſinging to your wit, 
Yet I will do't ſince you command. 


SONG. 


[t is a puniſhment to love, 
And not to love a puniſhment doth prove; 
But of all pains there's no ſuch pain, 
As *tis to love and not be lov'd again. 


Till 
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Till fxteen, Parents we obey, 
After fixteen, Men ſteal our hearts away: 


How wretched are we women grown, 
Whoſe wills, whoſe minds, whoſe hearts are n&er our own ! 


——___ by _—_—_—— "I As ® ad. 


Cal. Thank you. 
Flo, For ever be the tales of Orphexs ſilent, 
Had the ſame age ſeen thee, that very Poet, 
Who drew all to him by his harmony, 
Thou wouldſt have drawn to thee. 
Cal. Come, ſhall we riſe? 
Bell. If it pleaſe you, I will. 
Cal. I cannot chuſe 
But pity theſe two Lovers, and am taken 
Much with the ſerious trifles of their paſſion. 
Let's go and ſee, if we can break this net 
In which we all are caught 3 if any man 
Ask who we are, we'll ſay we are Loves Riddle. [ Exeunt. 
Enter AZgor, Palzmon, Alupis. 
Pal. Thou art my better Genius, honelt A#goy, 
Alu. And what am I? 
Pal. My ſelf, my foul, my friend, 
Let me hug thee Alapis, and thee A#gor, 
Thee for inventing'c,: thee tor putting it 
In Act; Butdoyou think the Plot will hold - 
Alz. Hold! why I'll warrant thee'it ſhall hold, 
Till we have ty'dyou'both in wedlock faſt, 
Then let the bonds of Matrimony hold you, 
It will z if that will not neither, I can tell you 
What will Pm.ſurc, a Halter. 
Then ſing, &c. 
Eg. Come, ſhall we knock 
Alu. T1, do; For 'tis, &c. 
Z9g. Ho Truga; who's within there ? 
Alu. You, Winter, Ho, you that the grave expected 
Some hundred years ago, you that intend 
To live till you turn, Skeleton, and/make 
All men weary of you but Phyſicians, 
Pox on you, will you come? 
Enter Truga. 
Tru. I come, I come, who's there? who's there ? 
Alu. Oh, in good time, 
Are you crawPd here at laſt 2* what are you ready 
To give your Daughter up? the time makes haſte, 
Look here, do you know this Ring 2 
Tru. Hark aſide, I pray,  _. 
You have not tpld theſe, have you 2 
Alu. No, good Duck, | 
I only told them that your mind was altered, 
And that you l1ik'd Pa/zmon; fo ws three 
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Came here to plot the means. 
Tru. So, fo, you're welcom, 
Will you go in and talk abour it ? [ Exennt. 
Enter Hylace, 
Hyl. | wonder why my Mother ſhou'd invite 
Alupis and Palzmon into th' Houſe : 
She 1s not of my mind, nay, not the mind 
Which ſhe herſelf was of but yeſterday, 
Beſides, as ſoon as they came in, ſhe bid me 
To get me gone, and leave them there in private, 
By your good fayour Mother, I muſt be 
For this time diſobedientz here I'll hearken. 
Enter 7 ruga, Palemon, Egon, Alupis. 
Mz. ComeT'l! cell you, 
You know your Husband has refuſed Palzmoy, 
Becauſe his means were-not unequal only 
To his deſires, but to your Daughters Portion ; 
To ſalve this grand exception of Melarnus, 
I'll promiſe that Pal/zmor ſhall be made 
My Heir. 
Tru. Alas, he knows you have a Daughter. 
ZE7. It is reported ſhe is faln in Love 
With the new Shepherd, for which cauſe Vil ſeem 
To be incens'd molt ſharply, and forſwear 
Eer to acknowledg her for child of mine, 
Tru. 'Tis very well ; 
It grieves me truly that Palzmon ſhowd —— 
Ala. Periſh in his own flames; is't not ſo T ruga ? 
I know you're gentle ; and your peeviſh Daughter 
Had not her Cruelty from you, good ſoul. 
Pal. Why do we ſtay > each minute that we loſe to you is only 
A minute, but to me a day ar leaſt, 
Why are we not now ſeeking of Melarnz ? 
Why is he net yet found 2 alas, that's nothing, 
Merthinks he ſhould have given conſent ere this, 
Why are not I and beautcous Hy/ace 
Married together ? 
Hyl. Sott good haſty Loyer, 
I ſhall quire break the neck of your large hopes, 
Or I'm miſtaken much. 
Zg. Come ler's be gone 
Traga, Farewel. Be ſilent and afliſtanr. 
Alu, Or elſe you know what I have; go, no mcre, 
Tru. I'll warrant you I am not to be taughr 
At this age, I thank Pay, in ſuch a buſineſs. 
Farewel all. [ Exeunt. 
Alu. Come ſing, QC. 
Hyl. | know not whether pricf or el{c amazement 
Seizech me molt, to fee my aged Mother 
Grow ſo unnatural; 1 fain would weep, 
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Burt when I think with what an unfear'd Blow 
I ſhall quite daſh cheir cunning, I can hardly 
Bridle 1n Laughter, Fate helps the Innocent, 
Alcho my Mother's falſe, rhe Gods are true. 
Enter Clariana aud her Maid. 
Cla, Did you command the Servants to withdraw ? 
Ma. I did forſooth. 
C/a. And have you ſhut the doors? Mz. Yes. 
Cla. Ts there none can over-hear our talk 2 
Ma. Your curious inquicy much amazeth me, 
AndI cou'd wiſh you wou'd excuſe my boldneſs 
If I ſhou'd ask the Reaſon. 
Cla. Thou knowſt well 
That thou haſt found me always liker to 
Thy Kinſwoman than Miſtris, that thy Breaſt 
Has been the Cabinet of all my ſecrets, 
This I tell thee, not as an cxprobation, 
Burt becauſe I muſt require thy Faith 
And counſel here. And therefore prithee ſwear 
Ma. Swear, to do what? 
Cla. Tobe more filent than the dead of night, 
And to thy power to help me. 
Ma. Wou'd my power 
To afliſt you were as ready as my will, 
And for my Tongue, that Miſtris I'll condemn 
Uato perpetual ſilence, erc it ſhall 
Betray the ſmalleſt word that you commit to. 
By all 
C/a, Nay do not ſwear. I will not wrong thy vertue 
To bind it with an Oath, Tl cell thee all; 
Doth not my face ſeem paler than 'twas wont - 
Doth nor my eye look as it borrow'd flame 
From my fond heart? cou'd not my frequent weepings, 
My ſudden ſighs, and abrupt ſpeeches tel! thee 
Whar I am grown? 
Ma. You are the fame you were, 
Or elſe my eyes are lyars. 
Cla., No, I'm a wretched Lover; couldſt thou nor 
Read that out of my bluſhes? fie upon thee; 
Thou art a novice in Loves School I ſee ; 
Truſt mel envy at thy Ignorance, 
Thou canſt nor find out Capids Charatters 
In a loſt Maid, ſure thou didſt never know him. 
Ma. Wou'd you durſt truſt me with his name, 
Sure he had Charms about him that might cempc 
Chaſt Voraries, or move a Scythian Rock 
When he ſhot fire into your chaſter Breaſt. 
C/a, I am aſham'd to tel[rhee, prithee gueſs him. 
Ma. Why'tis impoſlible. 
C/a. Thou faw'ſt the Gentleman whom I this morning 
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Brought in to be my gueſt, 
Ma. Yes, but am ignorant, who, or from whence he is. 
Cla. Thou ſhalt know all ; 

The freſhneſs of the morning did invite me 
To walk abroad, there I began to think 
- Howl had loſt my Brother, that one thought 
Like circles in the Water begat many, 
Thoſe and the pleaſant verdure of the Fields 
Made me torget the way, and did enticemz 
Farcher than either fear or modeſty 

Elſe would have ſuffered me, beneath an Oak 

Which ſpread a flouriſhing Canopy round about, 

And was itſelt alone almoſt a Wood, 

I tound a Gentleman diſtraCted ſtrangely, 
Crying aloud for either food or ſleep, 
And knocking his white hand againſt the ground, 
Making that groan like me, when beheld it, 

Piry, and fear, both proper to us Women, 

Drave my feet back far ſwifter than they went. 
When I came home, | took two Servants with me 
And ferch'd the Gentleman, hither I brought him, 
And with ſuch chear as then the Houſe afforded, 
Repleniſh'd him, he was much mended ſuddenly, 
Is now a ſleep, and when he wakes, I hope, 

Will find his ſenſes perfect, 

Ma. You did ſhew 

In this, what never was a ſtranger to you, 

Much picty 3 but wander from your ſubject : 

You have nor yet diſcover'd,, who it is 

Deſerves your Love. 

Cla. Fie, fic, how dull thou arr, 

Thou doſt not uſe 1n other things to: be'fo ; 

Why 1 love him 3 his name I cannot tell thee 3 

For 'tis my great unhappineſs to be 

Still ignorant of that my ſelf. He comes, . 


Look, this is he, but do not grow my rival if thou canſt chooſe. 


Ma. You necd not fear't forſooth.. - --/ [ Buter: Aphron. 
Cla. Leave me alone with him 3 withdraw. 19 Ext 
Ma. 1 do, 7 | [ Exit Maid, 


Aph. Where am I: now.? under the Northern Pole: 
Where a perpetual Winter binds the ground | ©: 
And plazeth up the floods ? or where the Sun - :- 
With neighbouring rays breaks the divided earth, 
And drinks the Rivers up? or do (leep?!' Fe 
Ist not ſome fooliſh dream deludes my tancy ? wo! 
Who am | 2 1 begin to queſtion that. - | 
Was not my Country Sicily 2 my name - 
Call'd Apron, wretched 4Jphron 2 

Cla. Ye good Gods. ,... - 1601 Tax 
Forbid ; is tins that man who woo the cauſe 
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Ot all the prief for Callidora's lols ? 

Is this the man that I ſo oft have curit ? 

Now I could almoſt hate him, and methinks 

He is not quite ſo handſom as he was ; 

And yetalas he is, tho by his means 

My Brother is gone from me, and Heay'n knows 

It 1 ſhall ſee him more, Fool as ] am, 

I cannot chuſe bur love him. 
Aph. Cheat me not good eyes, 

What Woman, or what Angel dol ſee ? 

Oh ſtay, and let me worſhip ere thou goeſt ; 

Whether rhou beeſt a Goddeſs which thy beauty 

Commands me to believe, or elſe fome mortal 

Which I the rather am induc'd to think, 

Becauſe I know the Gods all hate me ſo, 

They would not look upon me. 
Cla, Spare thele titles, 

I am a wretched Woman, who for pity 

( Alas thar I ſhould picy! thad been better | Afide: 

Thar I bad been remorſleſs ) brought you hither, 

Where with ſome food and reſt, thanks to the Gods , 

Your ſenſes arc recover'd. | 
Aph. My good Angel ! 

I do remember now that I was mad 

For want ot meat and ſleep, thrice did the Sun 

Chear all the World but me, thrice did the night 

With ſilent and bewitching darkneſs give 

A reſting time to every thing but Aphror. 

The Fiſh, the Bealits, the Birds, the ſmalleſt creatures 

And the molt deſpicable ſnor'd ſecurely. 

The aguiſh head of every tree by FEolus 

Was rock'd afleep, and ſhook as if it nodded. 

The crooked Mountains ſeem'd to bow and {lumber, 

The very Rivers ceas'd their daily murmur, 

Nothing did watch, but the pale Moon and I, 

Paler than ſhe ; grief wedded to this toil, 

What elſe could it beget bur frantickneſs ? 

Bur now methinks, I am my own, my brain 

$wims not asit was wont; Oh brighteſt Virgin 

Shew me ſome way by which I may be Arbeit, 

And if I do't nor, let an erernal Phrenzy, 

Immediately ſeize on me, | 
Cla. Alas! *rwas only 

My love, andif you will reward me for't 


7 
Pay that I lent you, Pll require no intereſt, 
The Principal's enough. 

Aph. You ſpeak in milts. 

Cla. Youre loth perhaps to underſtand. 


Aph. It you intend that I ſhould love and honour you, 
I do by all the Gods. 
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Cla. But I am covetous in my demands, 
[ am not ſatisfied with wind-like promiles 
Which only touch the lips 3 Iask your heart, 
Your whole heart for me, in exchange of mine, 
Which ſo I gave to you, 
Aph. Ha ! you amaze me, 
Oh! You have ſpoken ſomething worſe than Lightning, 
That blaſts the inward parts, leaves the outward whole, 
My gratitude commands me to obey you, 
But I am born a man, and have thoſe Paſſions 
Fighting within me, which I muſt obey. 
Whilſt Ca/lidora liyes, although ſbe be 
As cruel, as thy breaſt is ſoft and pentle ; 
'Tis fin for me to think of any other. 
Cla. You cannot loye me then 2 
Aph. I do, I ſwear, 
Above my felf I do: my felt! what faid I? 
Alas | that's nothing 3 above any thing 
But Heaven and Callidora. 
Cla. Fare you well then, 
[ would nor do that wrong to onel love, 
To urge him farther than his power and will ; 
Farewel, remember me when you are gone, 
And happy in the love of Callidora. [ Exit. 
Apb. When I do not, may I forget my ſelf, 
Would I were mad apain 3 then I might rave 
Wirth privilege, I ſhould not know the pricfs 
That hurried me abour, "were better far 
To loſe the Senſes, Than be tortur'd by them; 
Where is ſhe gone ? I did not ask her name, 
Fool that I was, alas poor Gentlewoman | 
Can any one love me ? ye cruel Gods 
I'c not enough that | my ſelf am miſerable? 
Muſt I make others fo too 2? Fll go in 
And comtort her ; alas! how can I tho?» 


Vil grieve with her, that is in ills a comfort. [ Exit. 
Enter Alupis, Melarnus, Truga, Paletmon,- Agon. 
Pal. Before when you denied your Daughter to me, 
*'Twas Fortunes fault, not mine, bur fince good Fate, 
Or rather gow, better far than Fate, 
Hath rais'd me up to what you aim'd at, riches, 
I ſee not with what countenance you can 
Coin any {:cond argument again{t me. 
Mel. Come no matter tor that: 
Yes, I could wiſh you were left cJoquent, 
You have a vice called Poeſie which much 
Diſpleaſerh me, but no marrer for that neither. 
Alu. Alas! he'll leave that ſtreight 
When he has got but money ; he that ſwims 
In Tagas, never will go back to Helicor. 


Beſides, 
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Beſides, when he hath married Hylace, 
Whom ſhould he woo, to praiſe her comely Feature, 
Her skin like falling Snow, her eyes like Stars, 
Her checks like Roſes ( which are common places 
Ot all your Lovers praiſes ) Oh! thoſe Vaniries, 
Things quite as light, and fooliſh as a Miſtris, 
Are by a Miſtris firſt begor, and letr 
When they leave her. 
Pal. Why do you think that Poeſie 
An art which even the Gods—— 
Aln, Pox on your arts, 
Let him think what he will ; what's that to us ? 
Fg. Well 1 would gladly have an anſwer ct you, 
Since | have made Palemon here my lon, 
If you conceive your daughter is ſo good, 
We will not preſs you, bur ſeek out ſome other 
Who may perhaps pleaſe me and him as well, 
Pal. Which is impoſhible— 
Alu. Rot on your poſtibles—— 
Thy mouth like a crackt Fiddle never ſounds 
But out of Tune 3 come, 7ruga putin, Truga, 
You'll never ſpeak unleſs I ſhew the Ring. 
Tru. Yes, yes, I do ; do you hear ſweet-heart ? 
Are you mad to fling away a Fortune 
That's thruſt upon you, you know gor's rich. 
Mel. Come, no marter for that, 
That's thruſt upon me ! I would fain ſee any man 
Thruſt ought upon me; Bur's no matter for that, 
I will do that which I intended to do. 
And 'tis no matter for that neither, that's thruſt upon me ! 
Pal. Come, what ſay you Melarnus ? 
Mel. Whart fay I? *tis no matter what I ſay, 
Ill ſpeak to Zgor, if I ſpeak to any, 
And not toyou ; but no matter for that ; 
Hark you, will you leave all the means you have 
To this Pal@mon ? 
Tru, I Duck, he ſays he will. | 
Mel. Piſh, *cis no matter for that, I'll hear him fay ſo. 
ZEg. I will, and here do openly proteſt, 
Thar ſince my Bellula ( mine that was once ) 
Thinks her ſelf wiſer than her father is, 
And will be-governed rather by her Paſfions 
Than by the Square that preſcribe to her, 
Thar I will never count her as my Daughter. 
Alu. Well ated by God Pay, ſee bur What 'cis 
To have me for a Tutor in theſc Rogueries, 
M-1. But tell me now, good neighbour, what eſtate 
Do you intend to give him 2 
Eg. Thar eſtate 


Which Fortune and my Care hath given to me, 
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The money which I have, and that's-not much, 
The Sheep, and Goats. 
Mel. And not the Oxen too? 
Fg. Yes, cvery thing. 
Mel. The Horſes too 2? 
Z#g. I tell you, every thing. 
Alu. By Pan hell make him promiſe him particularly 
Each thing above the value of a Bean-\traw : 
Yow'll leave him the pails too, ro milk the Kine in, - 
And Harneſs for the Horſes, will you not ? 
Mel, I,T, what elſe ? but *ris no matter for that; 
I know Palzmor's an ingenious man, 
And love him therefore ; but's no matter for that neither. 
Ag. Well, ſince we are both agreed, why do we ſtay here ? 
I know Palzmon longs Cembrace his Hylace. 
Mel. I,I, *tis no matcer for that, within this hour 
We will be ready, Agon, pray be you lo, 
Farewel my Son-in-law that ſhall be, 
Burt's no matter for that : Farewel all : 
Come Truga. [Exennt Mclarnus aud Truga, 
Ag, Come on then, let's not ſtay too long in rrifling, 
Palzmon go, and prepare your felt againſt the time. 
Vil goacquaint my Be/lal/a with your Plor, 
Leſt this unwelcom news ſhou'd roo much grieve her, 
Betore ſhe know my meaning. 
Alu. Do, do; and I'll go {tudy 
Some new-found way to vex the tool Melarnus. 
For 'tis but a folly, 
To be melancholy, &c. 
Enter Florel[us. 
Whilſt Call:dorns lives IT cannot love thee. 
Theſe were her parting words 3 Fll Kill him then ; 
Why do I doubr it fool ? ſuch wounds as theſe 
Require no gentier med'cine; methinks Loye 
Frowns at me now, and ſays I am too dull, 
Too (low in his command ; and yerT will not, 
Theſe hands are Virgins yer, unſtain'd with Villany, 
Shall I begin to teach them? —methinks Picty 
Frowns at me now, and fays, I am too weak 
Againſt my Paſſions, Piety ! —— 
'T was fear begort that Bugbearz tor thee Bell; 
I durſt be wicked, tho I ſaw Joves hand 
Arm'd with a naked Thunderbelrt : Farewel, 
(1t thou beeſt any thing, and nota ſhadow 
To tright Boys and Old-women) farcwel Confcicnce, 
Go and be ſtrong inother petty things, 
To Lovers come, when Lovers make uſe of thee, 
Nor elſe: and yet, —what ſhall I do or ſay? 
I ſee the berter way, and know *cis better, 
Yet ſtill this devious error draws me backward. 
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So when contrary winds ruſh out and meer, 
And wreſtle on the Sea with equal fury, 
The waves ſwell into Mountains, and are driven 
Now back, now forward, doubtful of the two 
Which Captain to obey. 
Enter Alupis. 
Alu, Ha, ha, I'll have ſuch excellent ſport, 
For *tis but a folly, Gc. 


Flo. Why here's a fellow now makes ſport of every thing, 


See one mans fate how it excels another, 
He can fit, and paſs away the day in a; 
My mulſick is my ſighs, whilſt rears Keep time. 

Alu. Who's here ? a moſt rare poſture! 

How the good ſoul folds in his arms! he dreams 
Sure that he hugs his Miſtriſs now, for that 

Is his diſeaſe without all doubt ; ſo, good ! 
With what judicious garb he plucks his har 
Over his Eyes; ſo, ſo, zood! better yet ; 

He criesz by this good light, he cries, the man 
Is careful, and intends to water his ſheep 

With his own tears ; ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Flo.. Doſt thou ſee any thing that deſerves thy laughter, 
Fond Swain ? 

Alu. 1 ſeenothing in good troth but you. 

Flo, To jeer thoſe who are Fates May-game 
Is a redoubled fault ; for *tis both ſin, 

And folly too; our life is ſo uncertain 

Thou canſt not promiſe that thy mirth fhall laſt 

To morrow, and not meet with any rub, 

Then thou mayſt aCt that part, to day thou laughſt ar. 

Ala. 1 at a part? it muſt be in a Comedy then, 
[ abhor Tragedies; beſides, I never 
Pracisd this Poſtyre: Hey ho! woe, alas! 

Why dolI live? my Muſick is my ſighs 
Whilſt tears keep time. 

Flo, You take to great a Licence to your wit; 
Wit, did Ifay? I mean, that which you think ſo: 
And it deſerves my pity more than anger. 

Elſe you ſhou'd find that Blows are heavier far 
Than the moſt ſtudied jeſts you can throw at me. 

Ala. Faith it will he but Labour loſt to beat me, 
All will not teach me how to aCt this parrt ; 

Woe's me! alas! I'm a dull Rogue, and ſo 
Shall never learn it. 

Flo. You're unmannerly 
To talk thus faucily with one you know nor, 

Nay, hardly ever ſaw before, be gone, 
And leave meas you found me, my worlt thoughts 
Are better company than thou. 

Alu, Enjoy them then, 


Here's \. 
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Here's no body delires to rob you of them. 
I would have lett your company without bidding, 
'Tis not fo plcaſant, I remember well, 
When I had ſpent all my money, I ſtood thus, 
And therefore hate the poſture ever ſince. 
D'ye hear ? I'm going to a wedding now ; 
If you've a mind to dance, come along with me, 
Bring your hard-hearted Miſtris with you too, 
Perhaps | may per{wade her, and tell her 
Your Muſlick's ſighs, and that your tears keep time. 
Will you not go ? Farewel then good Tragical Aﬀtor. 
Now have at thee Melarnns ; For 'tis but a Folly, &c. [ Extt. 
Flo. Thou arta Prophet, Shepherd ; She is hard 
As Rock which ſuffer the continual ſiege 
Of Sea and Wind apainſt chem 3 bur I will 
Win her, or loſe (which I ſhould gladly do ) 
My (elf : my felf > why fo I have already : 
Ho! who hath found Floyellus ? he is loſt, 
Loſt ro himſelf, and ro his Parents likewiſe, 
(Who having miſs'd me, do by this time ſearch 
Each corner for to find me ) Oh! Florellus, 
Thou mult be wicked, or tor ever wretched, 
Hard 1s the Phyfick, harder the Diſcaſc. 


The end of the fourth At. 


— 


AcTV., SCENE], 


Enter Alupis, Palzmon, gon, 
Pal. HE gods convert theſe Omers into good, 


And mock my fears; thrice in the very threſhold, 
Withour its Maſters leave my foor ſtill, 


Thrice in the way it ſtumbled, 
Ali, Thrice, and thrice 
You were a tool then for obſerving ir, 
Why theſe are ſollics that the young years of 7ruga 
Did hardly know 3 are they not vaniſh'd yet ? 


Pal. Blame not my fear : that's Czpid's uſher always 3 
Tho Hylace were now in my embraces, 


I ſhould half doubt it. 
Alu. It you chanc'd to ſtumble. 
Ag. Let him enjoy his madneſs, the fame liberty 
Hell grant to you, when you're a Lover too. 
Alu. I, whenl am, he may; yer if I were one 
I ſhould nor bediſmay'd becauſe the threſhold — 
Pal. Alas! That was not all, asI came by 
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The Oak to Faunus ſacred, where the Shepherds 
Exerciſe rural ſports on Feſtivals, 
On that Trees top an inauſpicious Crow 
Foretold ſome ill ro happen. 
Ag. And becauſe Crows 
Foretel wet weather, you interpret it 
The rain of your own eyes 3 but leave thele tricks 
And let me adviſe you. | 
Melarnus ſpeaking to Hylace within his door, 
Mel. Well come, no matter for that 3 | do believe thee, girl, 
And would they have ſuch ſport with vexing me! 
But's no matter for that 3 I'll vex them tor't, 
I know your fiery Lover will be here ſtrait, 
Bur I ſhall cool him 3 but come, no matter for that : 
Go get youin, fot I do ſee them coming. 
Zg. Here comes Melarnus. 
Pal. He looks chearſully, I hope all's well. 
Ag. Melarnus, opportunely : we are acoming 
Juſt now unto you ? 
Mel. Yes, very likely 3 would you have ſpoken with me 2 
Az. Spoken with you 2 
Why, are you mad ? have you forgot your promiſe ? 
Mel. My promiſe ? oh! "tis true, I ſaid indeed 
I would go with you to day to ſcll ſome Kine ; 
Stay but alittle, ll be ready ſtraight. 
Pal. I am amaz'd 3 good gon ſpcak to him. 
Alu. By this good light, 
I ſee no likelihood of any marriage, 
Except betwixt the Kine and Oxen. Hark you hither ; 
A rot upon your Beaſts; is Hylace ready? 
Me. Ic's no matter for that ; who's there 2 Alupis 2 
Give me thy hand, *faith thou'rt a merry fellow, 
I have not ſeen thee here theſe many days, 
Burt now I think on't, it's no matter for that neither. 
Alu. Thy memory's fled away ſure with thy wir. 
Was not [ here leſs than an hour ago 
With Agor, when you made the match ? 
Mel. Oh ! then you'll go along with us, 
Faith do ; for you will make us very merry. 
Ala. 1 ſhall, it you thus make a fool of me. 
Mel. Oh no! you'll make you ſport with vexing me. 
But mum ; no matter for that neither : there 
I bob'd him privately, I think. [_ dude. 
Fg. Come, what's the buſineſs ? 
Alu, The buſineſs 2 why he's mad, beyond the cure 
Ot allche Herbs that grow in Anticyra. 
Ag. You ſee we have not fail'd our word Melarnus, 
I and my Son are come. 
Mel. Your Son! good lack! 
I thought, Iſwecar, you had no other child. 


Beſides | 
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Betides your Daughter Bellula. 
Mg. Nay, then 

I ſce you are diſpos'd ro make us fools, ——- 

Did not 1 tell you that 'twas my intent 

To adopt Palzmon for my Son and Heir ? 

Alu. Did nor you examine 

Whether he would leave him all, leſt that he ſhould 

Adopt ſome other acir to the Cheeſe: preſſes, 

The milking pails, the Cream-bowls 2 did you not ? 
Mel. 1n rroth 'ris well ; but where is Bellula ? 
Ag. Nay, prithee Jeave thele tricks, and tell me 

What you intend, is Hylace ready ? 

Mel. Ready ? what elſe 2 ſhe's to be married preſently 

To a young Shepherd 3 but's no matrer for that. 
Pal. That's I, hence tears ; 

Attend upon the infancy of Love, 

She's now mine own. 

Alu. Whyl; did not the Crow on the Oak foretel you this ? 
Mel. Hylace, Hylace, come forth, 

Here are ſome come to dance at your Wedding, 

And they're welcome. 

Pal. The light appears, juſt like the riling Sun, 

When o'er yon hill it peeps, and with a draught 

Ot morning dew ſalutes the day, how faſt 

The night of all my ſorrows flies any, 

Quite baniſh'd with her ſight! 

H)l. Did you call for m: ? 
M1. Is Dametas come 2 fie, how {low he is 

At ſuch atime ? bur ir's no matter for that ; 

Well ger you in, and prepare to welcome him. 

Pal. Will you be gone fo quickly 2 oh! bright FZylace, 

That bleſſed hour by me fo often begg'd, 

By you fo oft deny'd, is now approaching. 

Mel. What, how now 2 what do you kiſs her (Exit HyL 

If Dametas were here, he would grow jealous, 

But 'tis a parting kiſs, and fo in manners 

She cannot deny it you ; but ir's no matter for that. 
Alu, How |! 

M:zI. What do you wonder at ? 

Why do you think, as ſoon as they are married, 

Damzetas \uch a fool, ro let his Wife 

Be kiſs'd by every body 2 
Pal. How now Damet as ? 

Why whart hath he to do with her 2 
Mel. Ha, ha ! 

Whar hath the Husband then to do with's Wife ? 

Good ; *tis no matter for that tho ; he knows whats 
Mz. You mean Palzmon ſure, ha, do you not? 
Mel, *Tis no matter tor that, what I mean, I mean. 

Well, reſt ye merry Gentlemen; | muſt in 
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And ſee my Daughters Wedding, it you pleaſe, 
To dance with us z; Dametas lure will thank ye ; 
Pray bring your Son and heir Palzmoz with you, 
Bellula's caſt away, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
And the poor fool Melarnus muſt be cheated, 
But it's no matter for that ; how now A/upis ? 
I thought you would have had moſt excellent ſport 
With abuſing poor Melarus, that ſame coxcomb, 
For he's a fool; but it's no matter for thar, 
ZEgon hath cheated him, Palemon is 
Married to Hylace, and one Alupis 
Doth nothing elſe but vex him, ha, ha, ha! 
Bur it's no matter for that; farewel genteels, 
Or if ye'll come and dance, ye ſhall be welcome, 
Will you Palemon? *tis your Miſtris Wedding, 
I am a fool, a coxcomb, gull'd on every fide, 
No matter for that tho ; what 1 rave done, I have done : 
« Ha, ha, ha! _—- (Pxit. 
FEg.How now ? what are you both dumb? both thunder-ſtruck - 
This was your plot Alps. 
Ala. Tl begin. 
May his Sheep rot, and he for want of food 
Be torc'd to eatthem then 3 may every man 
Abuſe him, and yet he not have the wit 
To abuſe any man, may he never ſpeak 
More ſenſe than he did now 3 and may henever 
Be rid of his old Wife 7rugaz may his Son 
In-law be a more famous Cuckold made 
Than any one I knew when I liv'd in the City. 
Pal. Fool as thou art, the Sun ſhall loſe his courſe 
And brightneſs roo, ere Hylace her Chaſtity, 
Oh no ! ye Gods, may ſhe be happy always, 
Happy in the embraces of Dametas 
And thar ſhall be ſome comfort to my ghoſt 
WhenlI am dead ; and dead I ſhall be ſhortly. 
Alu. May a diſeaſe ſeize upon all his Carttle, 
And a far worſe on him, till he ar laſt 
Be carried to ſome Hoſpital i'th' City, 
And there kill'd by a Chirurgeon for experience. 
And when he's gone, I'll wiſh this good thing for him, 
May the earth lye gentle on him—that the dogs 
May tear him up the caſler. 
FEg. A curſe upon thee ! ” 
And upon me for truſting thy fond counſels ! 
Was this your cunning trick 2 why thou haſt wounded 
My Conſcience, -and my Reputation too : 
With what face can I look on the other Swains 
Or who will ever truſt me, who have broke 
My Faith thus openly ? 
Pal. A curſe upon thee, 
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This is the ſecond time that thy perſuaſions 
Made me not only fool, but wicked too ; 
I ſhould have died 1n quiet clfe, and known 
No other wound, but that of her denial ; 
Go now, and brag how thou haſt us'd Palemor z 
But yet methinks you might have choſe ſome other 
For Subject of your mirth, not me. 
Mg. Nor me. | 
Alu. And yet if this had proſpered ( as I wonder 
Who it ſhould be, betray'd us, ſince we three 
And Truga only knew it, whom, 1t ſhe 
Betray'd us, I — ) if this, I ſay, had proſpered, 
You would have hugg'd me for inventing it, 
And him for putting it in A&; fooliſh men 
That do not mark the thing but the event ! 
Your judgments hang on Fottune, not on Reaſon. 
Zg.. Do'ſt thou upbraid us too ? 
Pal. Firſt make us wretched, 
And then laugh at us? believe, Alupis, 
Thou ſhalt not long have cauſe to boaſt thy Villany: 
Alu. My Villany 2 do what ye can : you're fools, 
And there's an end 3 I'll talk with you no more, 
I had as good ſpeak reaſon to the wind - 
As you, that can but hiſs at ir. 
£7, We will do more ; Palzmorn, come away, 
He hath wrong'd both, and both ſhall ſarisfie. 
Als, Which he will never do ; nay, go and plod, 
Your two wiſe brains will invent certainly 
Politick gins to catch me in. LExennt. 
And now have at thee Truga,: it I find 
That thou art guilty ; mum ——T havea Ring ——— 
Palzmon, gon, Hylace, Melarnus. 
Are all againſt me 2 no great matter : hang care, 
For 'tis but a folly, &c. [Extt. 
Enter Bellula, 
This way my Ca/idorus went, what change 
Hath ſnatch'd.-him from my ſight 2 how ſhall I find him? 
How ſhall I find my ſelf, now I haveloſt him ? 
With ye my feet and eyes I will not make 
The ſmalleſt truce, rill ye have ſought him our. [Extt. 
Enter Callidorus and Florellus, 
Cal. Come, now your buſineſs. 
Flo. 'Tis a tatal one, 
Which will almoſt as much ſhamegne to ſpeak, 
Much more to act, as "twill fright you to hear it. 
Cal, Fright me! ic muſt be then ſome wickedneſs, 
I am accuſtom'd foto milcry, 
That cannor do'r, | 
Flo. Oh ! *cis a fin, young man, 
A ſin which eyery one ſhall wonder art, 
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None not condemn, if ever itbe known: _ 
Methinks my blood ſhrinks back into my veins. 
And my affrighted hairs are turn'd to briſtles. 
Do not my eyes creep back into their cells; 
As if they ſeem'd to wiſh for thicker darkneſs, 
Than either night or death ro cover them ? 
Doth not my face look black and horrid too? 
As black and horrid as my thoughts ? ba ! tell me. 
Cal. 1 am a novice in all villanies, 
If your intent be ſuch, diſmiſs me, pray, 
My nature is more caſie to diſcoyer 
Than help you ; ſo farewel. h 
Flo. Yet ſtay a little Jongerz you mult ſtay ; 
You are an aQor in this Tragedy. 
Cal. What would you do 2 
Flo. Alas | I would do nothing ; bur I muſt — 
Cal, What muſt you do ? 
Flo. 1 muſt — Love thou haſt got the Victory—— 
Kill rhee. 
Cal. Who me ? youdo but jeſt, 
1 ſhould believe you, if I could tell how 
To framea cauſe, or think on any injury 
Worth ſuch a large revenge, which I have done you. 
Flo. Oh no ! there's all the wickedneſs, they may ſeem 
To find excule for their abhorred faR ; 
That kill when wrongs, and anger urgeth them ; 
Becauſe thou art ſo good, fo affable, 
So full of graces, both of mind and body, 
Therefore kill chee, wilt thou know it plainly, 
Becauſe whilſt thou art living Bell«la 
Proteſted ſhe would never be anothers, 
Therefore I kill thee. 
Cal. Had I been your Rival 
You might have had ſome cauſe; cauſe did I fay? 
You might have had pretence for ſuch a villany : 
He who unjuſtly kills is twice a Murtherer. 
Flo, He whom Love bids to kill is not a murtherer. 
Cal Call not that Love thar's ill ; *cis only fury. 
Flo. Fury in ills 1s half excuſable : 
Therefore prepare thy ſelf; ifany fin 
(Tho [ believe thy hot and flouriſhing yourh 
As innocent as other mens nativities 
Hath flung a ipor upon thy purer Conſcience, 
Waſhit in ſome fevv rears. . 
Cal. Are youreſolyed to be o cruel? 
Flo. I muſt, or beas cruel to my ſelf. 
Cal. As ſick men do their beds, fo havel yer 
Enjoy'd my ſelf, with little reſt, much trouble : 
I have been made the Ball of Love and Fortune, 
And am almoſt worn out with often playing ; 


And 


» Loves Riddle. 


And therefore I would entertain my death 
As ſome good friend whoſe coming I expetted 
Where it not that my Parents 
Flo, Here; fee, I donor come [ Draws two Swords 
Like a foul Murcherer toentrap you falſly, from under his 
Take your own choice, and then defend yourſelf. garment and of- 
Cal. 'Tis nobly done; and fince it mult be ſo, fers one ro Cal. 
Altho my ſtrength and courage call me Woman, | 
| will not die like Sheep wirhour reſiſtance 3 
If Innocence be guard ſufficienc, 
I'm ſure he cannot hurt me. 
Fle. Are you ready ? the fatal Cuckow 01 yon ſpreading tree 
Hath ſounded out your dying knell already. 
Cal. I am. 
Flo. *Tis well, and I could wiſh thy hand 
Were ſtrong cnough ; *tis thou deſerv'ſt the Viftory, 
Nay, were not th* hope of Be/lula ingraven 
I all my thoughts, 1 would my {elf play booty 
Apain(t my felt 3 but Be/lal/a — — come on. [ Fight. 
Enter Philiſtue. 
This is the Wood adjoyning to the Farm, 
Where I gave order unto Clariana 
My Siſter, to remain till my return ; 
Here 'ris in vainto ſeek her, yet who knows 2 
Tho it be in vain F Il ſeek; ro him that doth 
Propoſe no Journeys end, no path's amiſs. 
Why how now ? what do you mean 2 for ſhame)part, Shepherds, 
I thought you honeſt Shepherds, had nor had [ Sees them 
$o much of Court and City Follies in you. fighting. 
Flo. Tis Philiſtus ; | hope he will not know me, 
Now [ begin to fſce how black and horrid 
My attempt was 3 how much unlike Flore/as : 
Thanks to the juſter Deities for declining 
From both the danyer, and from me the ſin. 
Phil. 'Twould be a wrong to charity todiſmiſls ye 
Before I ſee you friends, give me your weapons. 
Cal. *'Tis he: why dol doubr? moſt willingly, 
And my ſelf too, beſt man z now kill me Shepherd -= { Swoons. 
Phil, Whar do you mean; 
Riſe, prithee riſe ; ſure you have wounded him, 
Enter Bellula. 
Deceive me nor good eyes3 What dol ſee #2 
My Callidorus dead ? * Tis impollible! 
Who is it that lies ſlain there ? arc you dumb ? 
Who is'c I pray ? 
Flo, Fair Miſtris — 
Bell. Piſh, Fair Miſtris, —— 
I asck who'tis; if it be Ca//idorus 
Phil. Was his name Callidoras & it is ſtrange, 
Bell. You are a Villain, and you too a Villain, 
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Wake Callidorus, wake, it is thy Bellula 
That calls thee, wake, it is thy Be/lula 3 
Why Gentlemen! why Shepherd ! fie for ſhame, 
Have you no charity 2 Oh my C allidorus 3 
Speak bur one word 
Cal. *Tis not well donerto trouble me, 
Why do yo envy me this little reſt ? 
Bell. No ; | will follow thee. | Swoons 
Flo, O help, help quickly, 
What do you mean ; your Callidorzs lives. 
Bell. Callidoras | 
Flo. And will be well immediately, take courage, 
Look up a little : wretched as I am, 
I am the caufe of all this 11]. 
Phil. What ſhall we do? [ have a Sif%er dwells 
Cloſe by this place, let's haſt to bring them thither, 
But ker's be ſudden, 
Flo. As wing'd lightning is. 
Come Bellla 1n {pight of Fortune now 
I do imbrace thee. 
Ph1l. 1 did proteſt without my Callidora 
Ne'er to return, bur pity bath o'ercome. 
Bell. Where am [? 
Flo. Wherel could always wiſh thee : in thoſe arms 
Which would infold thee with more ſubtle knots, 
Than amorous Ivy, whilſt it hugs the Oak. 
Cal. Where do ye bear me? is Philiſtus well ? 
Phil. How ſhould he know my name, 'cis co mea riddle, 
Nay Shepherd, find another time tocourt in, 


Make haſt now with your Burthen. [_Exeunt, 
Flo. With what caſe ſhould I goalways were I burthened thus? 
Enter Aphron. 


She told me ſhe was Siſter to Philiſtus, 

Who having miſs'd the Beauteous Callidora, 

Hath undertook a long and hopeleſs Journey 

To find her out ; then Callidora's fled, 

Without her Parents knowledge, and who knows 
When ſhe'll return, or if ſhe do, whar then 2? 
Lambs will make Peace, and joyn themſelves with Wolycs 
Ere ſhe with me, worſe than a Wolf to her : 
Beſides, how durſt I undertake to court her 2 

How dare Ilook upon her after this ? 

Fool as I am, I will forget her quite, 

And Clariana (hall henceforth but yer 
How fair ſhe was! what then ! fo's Clariana ; 

What graces did ſhe dart on all bcholders! 

She did ; bur fo do's Clariara too, 

She was as pure and white as Parian Marble, 
What then 2 ſhe was as hard too; Clariana 

Is pure and white as Ericina's Doyes, 
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And is as ſoft, as galleſstoo as they 

Her pity ſav'd my life, and did reſtore 

My wandring Senſes, it I ſhould nor love her, 

| were far madder now, than when ſhe found me, 

I will go in and render up my ſelf, 

For her molt faithful ſervant. 

Wonderful ! [_ Exit, Enter again. 
She has lockt me in, and keeps me here her Priſoner : 

In theſe ewo Chambers ; what can ſhe intend ? 

No matter, ſhe intends no hurt I'm ſure, 

Vil patiently expect her coming to me. [ Exit. 
Enter Demophil, Spodaia, Clariana, Florellus, Callidora, 
Bellula, Philiſtus. 

Dem. My Daughter tound again, and Son return'd ! 
Ha, ha! methinks it makes me young again. 
My Daughter and my Son mcet here together |! 
Philiſtxs with them too! that we ſhould come 
To prieve with Clariaxa, and find her here. 
Nay, when we thought we'd loſt Florellus too, 
To find them both, methinks it makes me young again. 
$90. I thought I never ſhould have ſeen thee more 
My Callidora; come wench 3 now let's hear 
The ſtory of your flight and life in th* Woods, < 
Phi. Do happy Miſtris, tor the recordation Hin 
Of fore-paſt ills, makes us the ſweetlier reliſh 
Our preſent good. 
Cal. Of Aphron's love to me, and my antipathy | 
Towards him, there's none here ignorant, you know too 
How guarded with his love, or rather fury, 
And ſome few men, he broke into our Houſe 
With reſolution to make me the prey 


Of his wild luſt. 
Spo. I, there's a villain now 3 oh! that I had him here, 
Cla. Oh! ſay nor fo : 
The crimcs which Lovers for their Miltcis a&t, 
Bear both the weight and ſtamp Piety. 
Dem. Come girl 3 go on, go on. His wild luſt — 
Cla, What ſudden fcar ſhook me, you may imagine ; 
Whar ſhould I do 2 you both wereout of Town, 
And moſt of th* ſeryants at that time gone with you. 
Ion the ſudden found a Corner our, 
And hid my ſelf, till they, wearied with ſearching, 
Quitted the Houſe, bur tearing leſt rhey ſhould 
Attempt the ſame again ere you return, 
I took with me money and other neceſlarics ; 
And in a Sute my Brother left behind 
Diſguis'd my ſelf : thus to the Woods I wen, 
Where meeting with an boneſt merry Swain, 
I by his help was {urniſh'd, and made Shepherd. 
Spo. Nay, I muſt needs ſay for her, ſhe was always 
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A witty wench. 
Dem. Piſh, piſh : and made a Shepherd 


Cal. It hapned that this gentle Shepherdeſs 
[ can attribute it to nought in me 

Deſerv'd ſo much ) began to love me. 

Phi. Why 1o did all beſides Pl] warrant you, 

Nor can I blame them, tho they were my Rivals. 
Cal. Another Shepherd with as much deſire 

Woo'd her in vain, as She in vain woo'd me, 

Who ſeeing that no hope was left for him, 

Whilſt T enjoy'd this life, r enjoy his Be/lala, 

( For by that name ſhe's known) ſought to take me 

Out of the way as a partition 

Betwixt his Love and him, whilſt in the fields 

We two were ſtrugling, ( him his ſtrength defending 

And me my innocence. 

Flo. T am aſham'd to look upon their faces. 

What ſhall I ſay ? my guilt's above excule, 

Cal. Philiſtus ; as it the Gods had all agreed 

To make him mine, juſt ar the nick came in 

And parted us 3 with ſudden joy I ſwooned, 

Which Bellula perceiving ( for even then 

She came to ſeek me ) ſudden prict did force 

The ſame effe& from her, which joy from me. 

Hither they brought us both, in this amazement, 

Where being ſtraight recovered to our ſelves, 

I found you here, and you your dutitul Daughter. 
$po. The Gods be thank'd. 
Dem. Go on, 

Cal. Nay, you have all, Sir. 
Dem. Where's that Shepherd £ 
Flo. Here. 

Dem. Here, where ? 

Flo. Here, your unhappy Son's the man 3 for her 

I put on Sylvan weeds, for her ſake 

I would have ſtain'd my innocent hands in blood, 

Forgive me all, 'twas not a fin of malice, 

"Twas not begot by Luſt, but facred Love 

The cauſe muſt be the excuſe for the effect. 

Dem. You ſhould have uſed ſome other means, Florellus. 
Cal, Alas! *twas the Gods Will Sir, without that 
I had been undiſcovered yet ; Philiſtus 
Wandred too far, my Brother yet a Shepherd, 
You groaning tor our loſs, upon this wheel 
All our felicity is turn'd. 
Spo. Alas you have forgot the power of love, ſweet- heart. 
Dem. Be patient Son, and temper your defice, 

You ſhall not want a Wife that will perhaps 

'leaſe you as well, I'm ſure befir you better. 
Fle. They marry nor, bur ſell themſelves Ca Wife, 
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Whom the large dowry tempt, and take more pleaſure 
To hug the wealthy bags than her that brought them. 
Let them whom nature beſtows nothing on, 
zek to patch up their wants by Parents plenty ; 
The beauritul, the chaſt, the virtuous. 
Her ſelf alone is portion to her felt. 
Enter Agon. 
By your leave; I come to ſeek a Daughter. 
Oh ! are you there? *cis well. 
Flo, This is her Father, 
1 do conjure you Father, by the love 
Which Parents bear their Children, to make u 
The match bertwixt us now, or if you will not 
Send for your friends, prepare a Coffin for me, 
And let a Grave bedigged, I will be happy, 
Or elſe not know my miſery ta morrow, 
$po. Youdo not think what ill may happen, Husband, 
Come, let him have her, you have means enough 
For him, the wench is fair, and it her tace 
Be not a flacterer, of a noble mind, 
Altho not ſtock. 
Ag. I do not like this ſtragling, come along, 
By your leave Gentlemen, I hope you will 
Pardon my bold intruſion. 
C/a. You're very welcome. 
Whar are you going Bellula ? pray ſtay, 
Tho nature contradicts our love, I hope 
That I may have your Friendſhip. 
Flo. Bcellula | at 
Bell. My Farher calls; farewel; your name, and memory 
In ſpite of Fate, I'il love, farewel. 
Flo. Would you be gone, and not beſtow one word 
Upon your faithful fcrvant 2 do nor all 
My gricfs and troubles for your ſake ſuſtain'd, 
Deſerve, tarewel Florellus ? | 
Sell. Fare you well then. 
Flo, Alas! how can 1, Sweet, unleſs you ſtay, 
Or I go with you ? you were plcas'd erc while 
Toſay you honour'd me with the next place 
To Callidvrus in your heart, then now 
I ſhould be fir{l : do you repent your ſentence ? 
Or can that rongue ſound lels than Oracle? 
Bell. Perhaps | am of that opinion till, 
But muſt obey my Father. 
#g. Vihy Be/ula £ would you have ought with her Sir 2 
Flo. Yes, I would have her felt; it conſtancy 
And love be meritorious, I deſerve her. 
Why Father, Mother, Siſter, Gentlemen, 
Will you plcad for me 2? 
Dems, Since It muſt be fo, I]! bear it patiently, 
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Shepherd, you ſee how much our Son is raken 
With your fair Daughter, therefore if you think 
Him fitting for her Husband ſpeak, and let ir 
Be made a match immediately, we ſhall 
Expedt no other dowry than her Verrtuc. 

Zg. Which only I can promiſe; for her Fortune 
Is bencath you fo far, that I could almoſt 
Suſpe& your words, but that you ſeem more nob1e. 
How now, what fay you gurl ? 

Bell. I only do depend upon your Will. 

Ag. And I'll not be an Enemy to thy good Fortune. 
Take her Sir, and the Gods bleſs you. 

Flo. With greater joy than I would take a Crown. 

Alu. The Gods bleſs you. 

Flo. They have don't already. 

Ag. Leſt you ſhould think when time, and oft enjoying 

Hath dull'd the point, and Edge of your affeRion, 
Thar you have wrong'd your (elf and Family, 
By marring one whoſe very name, a Shepherdels, 
Might fling ſome ſpot upon your Birth, Fl! tell you, 
She is not mine, nor born in theſe rude Woods. 

Flo. How ! you ſpeak miſtick wonders, 

Mg. I ſpeak truths Sir, 

Some fifteen years ago, as I was walking, 

I tound a Nurſe wounded, and groaning out 
Her lateſt ſpirit, and by her a fair Child, 

And, which her very dreſſing might'declare, 

Ot wealthy Parents ; as ſoon as I came to them, 
I asked her who had uſcd her fo inhumanely : 
She anſwered me, Turkiſh Pyrates; and withal 
Deſired me to look unto the Child, 

For 'tis, ſaid ſhe, a Nobleman's of Szcily, 

His name ſhe would have ſpoke, bur death permitted not. 
Her as 1 could, I cauſed to be buricd, 

But brought home the little girl with me, 

Where by my Wives perſwaſtons we agreed, 
Becauſe the Gods had bleſs'd us with no iſſue, 
To nouriſh as our own, and call it Bellula, 
Whom now you ſce, your Wife, your Daughter. 

Spo. Isr poſhible? 

Flo. Her manners ſhew'd her noble. 

Fg. I call the Gods to witneſs, this is truc. 

And tor the farther teſtimony ot ir, 

I have yet kept at home the furniture, 

And the rich Mantle which ſhe then was wrapt in, 
Which now perhaps may ſerve for ſome good uſe 
Thereby to know her Parents. 

Dem. Sure this is Aphron's Siſter then, for juſt 
About the time he mentions, I remember, 
The Governour of Pachinus, then his Father, 
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Told me that certain Pyrates of Argier 
Had broke into his houſe, and ſtoln from thence 
With other things his Daughter, and her Nurſe, 
Who being after taken, and executed, 
Their laſt confeſſion was, that they indeed 
Wounded the Nurſe, but ſhe fled with the Child, 
Whilſt they were bulie ſearching for more prey 3 
Whom ſince, her Father neither ſaw nor heard of, 
Cla. Then now I'm ſure Sir, you would gladly pardon 
The raſh attempt of Aphron, for your Daughter ; 
Since Fortune hathjoyn'd both of you by Kindred. 
Dem. Moſt willingly. 
Sp0. I, 1, alas! 'twas Love. 
Flo, Where ſhould we find him out 
C/a. 'Ill ſave that labour. [ Exit Clariana. 
Cal. Where's Hylace, pray Shepherd ? and the reſt 
Of my good Sylvan friends ? methings I would 
Fain take my leave of them. 
Az. Fll ferch them hither. 
They're not far off, and if you pleaſe to help 
The Match berwixt Hylace and Palemon, 
'Twould be a good deed, Fil go fetch them. [ Exit. 
Enter Aphron, Clariana 
ph. Ha ! whither have you led me Clariana > 
Some ſteepy Mountain bury me alive, 
Or Rock intomb me in its ſtony entrails : 
Whom dol ſee 2 
Cla. Why do you ſtare, my Aphron 2 
They have forgwen all. 
Dem. Come Aphro», welcome, 
We have forgot the Wrong you did my Daughter, 
The name of Love hath cover'd all ; this is 
A joyful day, and ſacred to great Hymen, 
'Twere fin not to be friends with all men now. 
Spo. Methinks, I have much ado to forgive the Raſcal. [A/ide. 
Aph. 1 know not what to fay ; do you all/pardon me 2 
I have done wrong to you all, yea, to all thoſe 
That havea ſhare in Virtue Can ye pardon me ? 
AP. Moſt willingly. 
Aph. Do you fay to, fair Virgin ? 
Youl have injur'd moſt : with love, 
With faucy love, which I henceforth recall, 
And will look on you with an adoration, 
Not with deſire hercafter 3 tell me, pray, 
Doth any man yet call you his 2 
Cal. Yes 3 Philiſtus, 
Aph. I congratulate it, Sir, 
The Gods make ye both happy : fool, as I am, 
Youare at the height alrcady of felicity, 
To which there'snothing can be added now, 


Bur 


Bur perpetuity 3 you ſhall not find me 
Your Rival any more, though I confeſs 
I honor her, and will for ever do fo. 
Clariana, 1 am ſo much unworthy 
Of thy Love. That — 
Cla. Go no farther, Sir, *cis I ſhould fay fo 
Of my own felt, 
Phil. How Siſter 2 are you twoſo near upon a match ? 
Aph. ln our hearts Sir, 
We arealrcady joyn'd 3 it may be tho 
You will be loth to have unhappy Aphroy, 
Stile you his Brother ? 
Phi. No Sir, if you both | 
Agree, to me it ſhall not be unwelcome. 
Why here's a day indeed ; ſure /Zymen now 
Means to ſpend all his Torches. 
Dem. *'Tis my Son, Sir, 
Now come from Trayel, and your Brother now. 
Aph. I underſtand not, 
Dem. Had you not a Siſter ? 
Aphb. I had Sir ; but where now ſhe is none knows, 
* Beſides the Gods, 
Dem. Is't not about ſome fifteen years ago 
Since that the Nurſe ſcap'd with her from the hands. 
Of Tuckiſh Pyrates that beſet the Houle ? | 
Aph. lt is Sir. | 
Dem. Your Siſter lives then, and is married 
Now to Florellus ; this is ſhe, you ſhall be 
Informed of all the circumſtances anon. 
Aph. "Tis impoſlible. 
I ſhall be made too happy on the ſudden. 
My Siſter found, and Clariana mine ! 
Come not toothick, good joys, you will oppreſs me. 
Enter Melarnus, Truga, gon, Hylace, Palemon. 
«Cal. Shepherds, you're welcome all ; tho I have loſt 
Your good Society, I hopeT thall not 
Your Friendſhip and beſt wiſhes. 
Eg. Nay, here's wonders ; 
Now Calldoras is found out, a Woman, 
Bellula not my Daughter, and is married 
Fo yonder Gentleman, for which I intend 
To do in carneſt whar before 1 jeſted, 
To adopt Palezmon for my Heir. 
Mel. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Come it's no matter for thatz do you think 
To cheat me once again with your fine tricks 2 
No matter for that neither. Ha, ha, ha! 
Alas! She's married to Dameras. 


Fg. Nay, that was your plot Melarnes. 
| met With him, and he denies it to me. 


Hl. Hence- 
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Hy. Henceforth I muſt not love, but honour you—to Callidora. 
Fig. By all the Gods I will. 

Tru. He will, he will Duck. 

Mel. Of every thing ? 

Zg. Ot every thing 3; I call 

Theſe Gentlemen to witneſs here that ſince 

| have no child to take care for; 1 will make 

Palzmon heir to thoſe ſmall means the Gods 

Have bleſs'd me with, if he do marry Hylace : 

Mel. Come it's no matter for that, I ſcarce believe you. 
Dem. We'll be his Sureties. 
Mel. Hylace, 

What think you of Pa/emoy? can you love him? 

H'as our conſents, but it's no matter for that, 

If he do pleaſe you, ſpeak, or now, or never. 
Hy. Why do I doubt fond Girl 2 ſhe's now a woman. 
Mel. No fnatter for that, what you do, do quickly. 

Hy. My duty binds me not to be averſe 

To what likes you. —— 

Mel. Why take her then Palemon, ſhe's yours for ever. 
Pal. With far more joy 

Than I would do the wealth of both the Indzes : 

Thou art above a Father to me, Egon. 

W are freed from miſery with ſenſe ot joy, 

Weare not bornſo; oh! my Hylace, 

It is my comfort now that thou wert hard, 

And cruel till this day, delights are ſweeteſt 

When poiſoned with the trouble to atttain them, 

Enter Alupis. 
For "tis but a folly, &c. 

By your leave, I come to ſeck a Woman, 

That hath out-liv'd the memory of her youth, 

With $kin as black as her teeth, if ſhe have any, 

With a face would tright the Conſtable and his Watch 

Out of their wits ( and that's cafily done you'll ſay ) if they ſhould 

Meet her at midnight. 

Oh ! are you there? I thought I ſmelt you ſomewhere 3 

Come hither, my ſhe Ne/or, pretty Truga, 

Come hither, my ſweet Duck. 
Tru, Why ? are you not aſhamed to abuſe me thus, 
Before this company ? 
Alu. I have ſomething more ; 
I come to ſhew the Ring before them all ; 
How durſt you thus betray us to Melarms ? 
Tra. Tis falſe, 'twas Hylace that over-heard you 
She told me ſo; but they are married now. 
Alu, What do you think to flam me? why ho ! here's news. 
Pal. Alupis, art thou there 2 forgive my anger, 
L am the happieſt man alive, Alupis, 
Hylace is mine, here are more wonders too. 


Thou 


Loves Riddle. 


Thou ſhalt know all anon. 
Tru. Alupis, give me — 
Alu. Well rather than be troubled —— 
Fig. Alupis welcome, now w' are friends I hope ; 
Give me your hand. 
Mel. And me. 
Alu. Wirth all my heart, 
I'm glad to ſee ye have learn'd more wit at laft. 
Cal. This is the Shepherd, Father, ro whoſe care 
I owe for many favours in the Woods. 
You're welcome heartily 3 here's every body 
Pair'd of a ſudden ; when ſhall's ſee you married 2 
Alu. Me? when there are no ropes to hang my (elf, 
No rocks to break my neck down ; I abhor 
To live ina perpetual Belfery 3 - 
I never could abide to haye a Maſter 
Much leſs a Miſtris, and I will not marry, 
Becauſe, Dl! ſing away the day, 
For 'tis but a folly to be melancholy, 
PI be merry whilſt I may. 
Phi. You're welcome all, and 1 deſire you all 
To be my Gueſts to day ; a Wedding Dinner, 
Such as the ſudden can afford, we'll have. 
Come will ye walk in, Gentlemen? 
Dem. Yes, yes. | 
What crofſes have ye born before ye joyn'd ! 
What Seas paſs'd through before ye rouch'd the Port! 
Thas Lovers do, ere they areCrown'd by Fatey 
With Palm, the Tree their Patience wmitates. 
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PROLOGUS, 


Xt foras inepte 5 nullamne habebunt hic Comadian # 
Exi, inquam, inepte aut incipramt ego cum F pilogo, 

un jan Sophiſta junior, & modeſtus adhuc 2 
Ego nihil poſſum, preter quod ceteri ſolent, 
Satvere cives attici, © corona florentiſſima. 
QUtinam illam videretis, plus hoc ſpeftaculo 
R3ſuros voſmet credo, quam totd in Comedid. 
Fam nunc per rimam aliquam ad vos omnes adſpicit. 
Nifi placid) intueamini, atlum eſt de Puero. 
Tragediaifthec fiet, © Naufragium verum. 
Diffuras modo Prologum, Novi,” inquit, peccatum meum. 
Prodire, nift perſonatus, in hanc frequentians 
Non audet, & plus ſu2 rubeſcit purpurs. 
Hllius ergd causd, finite exorator fiem 
Ut nequis Poete vitio vortat novitto, 
Fes non folet fieri, inſolentiam putet. 
Nifz fari inceptaverit, nemo eſt futurus eloquens. 

ut mod d pulpitum fortins, ant Scenam concatit, 
Aliquandd balbutivit ac timuit loqui. 
Neque annos novem poſcite ; non eſt, Spefatores optimi, 
Adulta res, ſed puerilis, Ludere. | 
Vetus Potta Comicoceſſit in convitium. 
Quits ſuum diecule invidet crepuſculum 
2gis viole, quod primo oritur, extinguit purpuram £ 
Fovete & hyic Flori, Ne tanquam Solſtitialis Ferbula 
Repent® exortus, repentind occidat. 


| — 'S 


| EPILOGUE 
Spoken by 4 L U P16. 


6 | H E Author bid me tell you-—faith, I have 
Forgot what 'twas ; and I'm a very ſlave, 
If T know what to ſay ; but only this, 
'Be merry ; I hat my { ounſel always is. 
Let no grave man knit up his Brow, and Jay 
'Tis fookſh : why 3 'twas a Boy made the Play ; 
Nor any yet of thoſe that fit behind, 
Becauſe he goes in Pluſh, be of his mind. 
Let none his T ime, or his ſpent Money prieve, 
Be merry ; give me your hands, and I'll believe. 
Or if you will not Pll go m, and ſee, 
If I can turn the Author s mind with me 
_ To ſing away the day, 
For 'tis but a folly 
To be Melancholy, 
Since that can't mend the Play. 
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Mart. — — Non diſplicuiſſe meretur 
Feſtinat, Leftor, qui placuiſſe tibi. 
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Doctifimo, Graviſſimoque Viro 


Domino D. COMBER 


Decano (arleolenſs colendiſi:mo, 6 Collegii SS. 
& Individuz Trinitatis Magiſtro Vigilantiffimo. | 


Iſte gradum : quonam temeraria. pagina tendis, 
3 Auratd nimium faCta-ſuperba tog4? 

Subdita Virgifero te volvat turba Tyranno 
Et tamen, ah, nucibus ludere pluris crit. 

, pete, fſolicitos quos rxdia dotta Scholarum, 
3 Logicz pugno carmina ſcripta tenenr. 

Poſt Ca, vel Hip. Qualis ? ne. vel, af. un. Quanta? par. in ſin. 
Deſtruit E dictum, deſtruit Ique modum. 

Tum tu-grata aderis, tum blanditis ore ſonabis z 
Setonus, dicent, quid velit iſte f1bi ? 

[, pete Cauſſidicos : poteris fic culta. yideri, 
Et bene Romanis fundere. verba modis. . 

Fallor : poſt ignoramum gens cautior. ille cſt; 
Et didictt Maſas, Granta, timere tuas. 

|, pete Leftorem nullum $ ſic falya latebis ; 
Er poteris Criticas ſpernere tuta manus. 

Limine ab hoc caveas : Procul ©, procul ito profana. 
Diſſimile' hic Domini nil decet eſſe ſuo. 

Ille facri calamo referat myſteria verbi, 
Non alia illius ſanCta lucerna vider. 

Talis in Altari trepidat Fax pzne timenda, 
Et Flayum artollit fic veneranda capur. 

At ſcio, quid dices : Noſtros Academia luſus 
Spettavit ; nugz tim placuere mez. 

Pagina ſtulta nimis ! Granta eſt Hic altera ſolus ; 
Vel Grantz ipſius non Capur, at Cerebrum. 

Sed fi authore tuo, pergas, audacior, ire : 
(Audacem quemvis candidus ille facit.) 

Accedas tanquam ad numen formidine bland3 
Triſtis, & hc illi paucula metra refer. 


Sub veſtro auſpicio natum bonus accipe carmen, 
Viventi auſpicium quod fibi vellet idem. 

Non peto ur iſta probes tantim, Puerilia, dicas, 
Sunt, fateor 3 Pucrum ſed fatis illa decent. 

Collegii nam qui noſtri dedit iſta Scholaris, 
di Socius tandem fir, meliora dabit, 


Yeftri Favoris Studufiſſmus, 


ABR, COWLEY. 


Ad Lectorem. 


0'N ſum neſcins -quanto cum fericulo emanare in vulgus hanc 
fabulam paſſus ſim ; tantum mtere$t Spettator, an Leftor fis 
Comedie, quamvis amicus, adeo ut miſellum hoc opus, quad ſa- 
tis ex ſe deforme eſt, pulchritudinem ſuam amittere neceſſe ſit, quam illi 
Lucerne, Veſtes, Aftor, nobiliſma Fre quentia addiderunt. Sed hoc cum 
ceteris commune, illud noſtre proprium eſt, quod plurimis in locis, eiſque, 
qui, neſcio quo fato, maxime placuerunt, ne intellygt quidem, niſi a qui- 
buſdam poſit, ut in Morionis & Gelaſumi partibus, precipue vero cum ape- 
ritur Schola, ita ut buic libro accidat, quod ſolet 1gnobilibus, qui, niſt in 
civitate ſua ubique ignoranntur, ita naſcuntur Calendarii ſimiles in uſum 
unins tantum revionis. Sed voluntati amicorum [atisfaciendum eſt, non ti- 
mori meo ; G& effecit beneyolentia illa, qua priores meas nugas, & veluti 


vagitus Poeticos (nam (proþ pudor 1) pane ab mfantia nugatns ſum) ex- 
cepiſti, ut Ingrati crimen ſubeam, ſi tibi negem luſus meos ; Immemoris ſi 
formidem. Aliquis autem dicat vir graviſimus (& fortaſſis etiam dixit) 
Eone impudentiz ventum eſt ut hornus adbuc Academicus, Comediam daceat 
Ouod nunquam quiſquam ea etate agrſu eſt, idne fibi arrogat inſolens 
puer ? Egone tale quid in me admiſi? Quod fi crimen quidem (it, Illins n- 
vidia nunquam tanti erit, ut buic ſaltem crummi expurgationem aliquam pa: 


rem. Nam Tibi, Amice Leftor, ft audacia noſtra placuit, Ego wel iterum 
causa tam inſolens fierem. 


Vale. 
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Scena Prima. 


Dion. [ Celeuſma intus. ] 
a RD lquidem adaptantur humeris 0 

{@2Zy nera, huc me acturum Sequi- 
mint : Ego vobis proſpiciam ; 
nimium h1 nautz attre&ant p1 

cem manibus: Mirum herclc 
eſt quin malo caveant, tam propinqui funi- 
bus Qui ſuum quoridie facum quaſi accurate 
complicant. Ut clamarunt modo ! Suſurra- 
re pre his Tempeſtatem diceres. Gratias h1 

beo quod abs ſeſe, & his ſuis nos amiſit mare. 
Utrumq, eft zque turbulentum, & ad ad- 
ſpetum utriuſq, vomeres, Iraq, incolumem 
hic te videre, ſe: 10 lxtor, Dinon: Polypors 
huc me matic Herzs, cum Filo f1mul Ejuſq, 
lodal;, ut euntibus ſervicem peregre Quo- 
rum alter, natura bardus, .nihil ultra quert- 
tat, Alter & induſtriam aadidit, uti infaniret 
ſtrenue. Hos ducir quali Twtor eorum Gn0- 
micus, ita homo, Qi rece f1 ſaperent ſtu! 

tos Cis annum redderer, Nil extra carmina, 
atq, ſententias loquitur carnifex : Vox lole- 
as, ni ex Vzrgilio poſcer, ita poet2 abutitur. 
Hem Dzzor, vin' cu homint ſtulto auſcultare 
mihi? Succentut1jam nunc gnaviter 1n corde 
Sycophantias:; Nam f1 bo'us iſte tantus er 

platur ex faucibus, Nunquam 1erum occa 

fo dabitur, fortunatus ut t1es. Tgnota regio 3 
hert Rohit, ac dives: tim ego, Dinon. 
Plenus fallaciz fervus, & pecuniz indigens 

Nz Oves commitic lupo, hos mihi qui con: 
credidit. Arq, eccos 1plos de navis; eccum 
autem Gnomicum; Ur magnifce intert (eſe! 
mg Fambum crederes, Concedam iſtuc: 

em Bajuli, an dormutis ſuper {arcinas ? 


| 


Scena Secunda. 


Gnomicus, Morion, Gelaſimus, Dinon, 


Gno. Quod felix fauſtuma, fit (qua for- 
mula dele&abantur Veteres) igrefli optat 
Troes potiuntur arena. Ne a Virgilionoſtro 
poetarum omnium facile principe, Quem 
ego honoris causa nomino, tranſverſum 
digitum, aut unguem latum excedamus, 
ut pulchre in proverb1o. 

Mor. Tutor, gratulor tib1 hug adventuin 
meum. 

Gno, Dixifſes poxius tuum, Nam hoc efſzt 
more Auhco. 

Mor. Imo utrumque, mi Tutor Gnomtce, 

[ D:non, Bajnl. | 
Quem ego honoris causa nomino ; ſed quz- 


'nameſt hxc Regio ? Nam nyhi non magis 


nota eſt de facie, quam f1 effzt Terra 1n- 
cognita. 

Din Adſunt Bajuli cum farcinulis. 

Bz. Quo portamus Domine ? 

Din. Ad tabefham proximam diverſort- 
am, ego oftendam locum. 

Gro Quin Bajuli edico vobis, quod Sima 
ſencx in Comwy.iia, Vos iſtzc intro auferte ; 
abite ; Dinon, {.queres. Non, paucis te volo, 

Mor. Dinin, ({! egopaucts te vol. Me- 
mento de vino bond. 

Din, Here factum puta, Nam ni mibi 
potiuseſt,quam in hacreanimo tuo ob{equy, 

Mor. St! Bajuli! quin dico, fiſtice vos 
mihi Bajul:. | 

Baj. Quideſt quod nos velts ? 

Mor. Cavete de ſarcinulis, Ne quaſſz f{1at 
vehementer aut jadtz in terram {0:titcr, 

Baj. Numnanrinſunt vitra 7 


© 


Mor, 


— 
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Mor. Non, non, non, fed nolo aurum 
vimis premi. Ne forte 1mago regia aliquid 
detrimenti capiat, Et lzſz Majeſtatis reus 
fiam ; ſat ſapio mihi, dits gratiae. 

| [ Exeunt Dinon Bajuli, 

Gno, Piſh, verbum ſapienti ſat eſt : no- 
runt quid velis, abite. Audin' lztitiam nau- 
tarum ! ferit aurea ſydera clamor. 

[ Celeuſiha intus. 

Mor. O muficos homines ! utinam ego 
efſem navita ; Vix me abſtineo quin cla- 
men. [ Clamat. 
Gelaſime, quid tu triſtis es ? 

Gno. Quid frontem, ut dicam Metapho- 
rice, caperas Gelaſime ? 

Gel. Egon' triſtis? non ; Meditabar tan- 
tum de natura maris- Cui Dii Dexq, male- 
faciant omnes, nunquam navigabo poſtea, 
Nam nihil navigatione magis incommo 
dum eſt ingenio bono. Adeo non potui 
modo unum jocum exprimere, quem dice- 
rem Bajulis, At antequam conſcendi navim 
ſolebant vel invito mthi effluere, Donicum 
omnes dicerent, ſatis, ſatis, ſatis, ſatis eſt, 

Gno, Gelaſime, ut arridet tib1 Navigatio 
tu2? quid jam de mari ? 

Gel. Amara res eſt oh! bene eſt, quod 
meiplum colligo: Hic primus jocus eft 
quem dixi in his regionibus, Er eſt tantum 
parvus jocus, mehores certe foleo. Adeſte 
zquo animo, & meliores andietis poſtea. 

Mor. Hei, ho! ohime! 

Gno, Quid eſt Morion ? cur imo gemitum 
de pectore ducis ? Secundum Poetam. 

Mor. 'Totus contremiſco cum de rebel- 
lante meo ſtomacho cogitem, O jentacu- 
lum illud, quod ego de tabulatis totum evo- 
mm! Oova! 6 vinum!s ſumen! hxcomnia 
infelix perdidi, Obſonavi piſcibus largiter. 

Gno. Quis talia fando Marmidonum, 
Dolopumve, aut duri miles Ulyfli (eu- 
phoniz gratia.)) Temperet a lacrymis? vi 
deo certe rec&e dit1.a veteribus. 

Ide, vive, win, Tels 1944. 

Sive ut ego juvenis 1n Fentametium Lati 
num tranſtuli. Sunt tria malawyuris ? Ignis, 
Aqua, Mulier. "Iz 

Mor.Prxterea, Tutor, aliquid alioP certe, 
me nimis male habuit, Nam cum, ex alto 
terram procul proſpeximus : Continuo ut 
nos propius acceſlimus, illa aufugit longule! 
Idque ita ego obſervari ipſe. 

Gno. Vides ergo, quod Poſt nubem Phee 
bus, Dulcia non meruit qui non guſtavic 
amara : Mulca diuque tuli : Difficilia quz 


pulchra! Per varios caſus, per tot diſcrimi- | 


na rerum 'Tendimus in Latium. Plurimagq, 


alia commode a yeteribus dicta ſunt in hanc 
ſententiam, 


Gel. Omiutis, Moron, tempeſtatem re- 
miniſci. 
Mor. ReQc mones : Nunquam tam male 
metui ne ad celum 1ren ingratiis. 

Gno. Jam-jama tacturos fidera ſumma pu. 
tes, ſed eho'tu, adeon' vero metuis da$any ? 

Mor. Quidni metuam? Nolotam durum 
in me dici quicquam vocabulum : am$y 2 
Gel. Ego mehercule tunc temports gut. 
tam non habui ſanguints, Prz timore, ne 
{ub Ponti Marmore ſepultura nobis erec, 
Intelligis Tutor ? ambiguum 1d verb e(t- 
ludo in a5 Marmore. Numnam audi; 
hoc ? ſtabo promiflis mets f1 attenditis. 

Mor. Di te perdant adeo in omni fer- 
mone facetus es. 

Gel. Ain' vero? tune maledicis ingenio 
meo ? 

Mor. Quidni ? quzſo annon ad hzredi- 
tatem nati ſumus? Tun' Filius natu max;- 
mus do&tis ditis animum applicas? Vitium 
Gelaſime, vitium eſt. 

Gno, Quid eſt adoleſcentes ? revocate 
animos, maeſtumq, timorem Mittite, nam 
jam in vado ſumus, cum Proverbio. 

Mor. Odbſecro te atque etiam oro uti ne 
revortamur domum. Nam oppido mihi 
arridet hujus loci facies. | 

Gno. Potin' igitur Ut ſuſtineas animum 
f nunquam patrem ts viſurus denuo ? 

Mor. Hercle vero fatin' mihi exciderat 
Pater de memoria? Perquam moleſta res eit 
Pater, ſed ni fallor non ſemper vivunr ſencs. 

Gel. Video me fruftra eſſe . neceſle eſt wr 
revocem ad me fugitivum meum ingenium. 

Mor. Nimis diu hercle eſt, ex quo ego e- 
brius fui, Arq, adeo annus videtur, donicum 
in hac regione probe madeam. 

Gel.Tutor, cedo, quid faciendum eſt jam 
nunc: petimuſne diverſortum? tbiq, omnem 
hanc ex animo eximimus la{litudinem ? 

Mor. Imo 1l11c b1hamus ftrenue. 

Gel. Rece, & poit il]a faciam carmina. 

Mor. Atque ego dormiam. 

Gno, Facieſne adolelcens carmina ; At 
non conſtabunt tibi Pedes poſteaquam fire- 
nue biberis, intcllextin* Gelaſime, quod ve” 
lim per pedes annon 2? , 

Gel. Ha, ha, he, Eugepz! ob iſtucre c1- 
&um amo plurimum. Ac niſi eripuiſſzs ex 
ore mihi, equidem prezvortiem te, Er certc 
magnus jocus eſt : donabo hunc pugullari- 
bus, Carmina— tibi pedes— biberis— Ha, 
ha, ha, he: [ [cribit. 

Mor. Nz iſtos omnes jocos Dir peroant : 
nam ante hoc temporis Madere potuillem, 
nift quod diem male amiſ1mus. 

Gno, Eamus igitur 3 nam ſcriptum in Po- 
etainvenimus, Egnius ipſe Pater nungquam 
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nift potus ad arma profiluit dicenda 3 Ubi 
Pater, quia erat primus z Arma, Metapho- 
rice & alio loco, Faxcundi calices Quem 
non fecere Poetam ? 

Gel. Pulcherrime ! 
Poctam ! 

Mor. Si me certe facere poflent,nunquam 
vel pitiſſarem poſtea. Poctam! vah !ſumne 
ego Filius Polipori natu maximus 2 

Gno. Bene habet : jam vos inſtituam op- 
timis ſecundum hunc locum atque ztatem 
moribus, Dacedo peregrinandi artem, atq, 
edicam Formulas. Perſuadend1, deridendi, 
atque adoriendi homines: Donec omnes 
mortales vos admirentur xque ac me. Sed 
prius 1ntro eamus, nam melius hanc rem 
preſtabimus Impleti veteris Bacchi, pin- 
guiſque ferinz. 

Mor. Longe hercle melius. 


Q:12m non fecere 


[Exeunt.) 


Scena Tertia, 
Emilio. 


e/Em. Enimvero ego jam nunc incalo 
vir ornatifſious, Meque ipſe dum contem- 
plor magisP continuo in mentem venit, 
Hominum catenulis ſuſpenforum jamdiu 
in via regia : Ne illi veſtitu ſolent eſſe ac 
iſtam plane faciem. Neutiquam hoc placet 


omen : quanquam (1 evemat, hoc volupe' 


eft mihi Quod hiſce ego veſtibus commo- 
dare non poflim carnifici, Nolo ille homo 
per me diteſcat : ſed interea temporis Dui 
voſtram hdem ! quid mihi faciendum eft 
miſero? Num filam (qui hic rara avis eſt) 
Philoſophus denuo? Qui poflim, nifi forte 
Cynicus, adeo oblatrat ſtomachus 2 Num 
impendam operam foro, ac contorquendis 
Legibus ? Ar malum hercle omen eſt au- 
ſpicari id ſtudium, in Formi Pauperis. Di- 
cet aliquis, bono ingento es. adjunge ani- 
mum Poeticz: Quamobrem vero? adeone 
parum 1nops ſum, ut tam magis? Nam hxc 
recta via'lt ad egeſtatem; preterea fruſtra 
hoc ſperat animus Nunquam' ego evadam 
Literatus homo, ſat ſcio, Unam de me ipſo 
nift 1 Literam longam faciam. Quid igitur 
agere inſtituam ? nam agendum eflz ali- 
quid 1d venter admonet ; ErtPlurimum pre: 
ſtat manu mea, quam Laborare in hunc 
modum fame: Quanquam cum magis co- 
gito, quid eſt, opera quod conficiat mea ? 
Nif ft ad abigendos Corvos memet Hortu- 
lano collocem. Quod preftare optime po- 
teram cum o1nacu hoc formidololiflimo. 
Atnonelt, uti nimium properem propera- 


re ad id muneris, Nam velim nolim, fat ct-: 
to ad Corvos eundum eſt mihi. Lubet me-; 


| 


| 


'} 
| 


t 
. . 


if 


hercule ſuſcipere meam veterem denuo 
provinciam. Aliqui itntendenda eſt in ali- 
quem fallacia ; hoc hxum maneat. 


Scena Quarta. 
e/Emylio, Dinon. 


e£m, Sed quis.hic homo eſt, qui ſermo- 
nem noſtrum arbitratur Ex advers3 plates ? 
Quantum ex vultu colligo eodem Jaborac 
morbo, quo ego Et multi magni vir: labo- 
rarunt. 

Din. Herus meus Morion cum Tutore 
Gnomico, Ejuſdem farinz homine & Gelaſz- 
770 zquali ſuo Bene intus potat, 1bi 111i tres 
conveniunt optime, Hos ego mf emungam 
aliqui pecania, Sumne iple ſtultus iRorum 
multo maximus ? Nam heri Poliporus pater 
adprime dive; eſt, Neſcit quid faciat auro; 
at ego quid faciam cio, 

e £m, Edepol ſervum graphicum! ex 
amuflim ſententiam meam Locutus eſt a» 
ded: hunc-mihi notum effe oportuit, Nam 
idem ſentimus ambo, quod eſt in propin+ 
qua parte amicitiz, 

Din. Age Dimon. 

Am, Oh, 1idne tibi nomen eſt 2? 

Din. Nunc ſpecimen ſpecitur Dinon in- 
genii tui, Nih aliquam fabricam facias, non 
cauſam dico, Quin omnes te unoore pre- 
dicent ſecvum minimi prerii. 

Em. A me non impetro hercle; ut ab- 
ſtineam diutits, Ita hominem amo perdie. 
Dinon, \alve, gaudeo ſane, quandoquidem 
huc ſalvus veneris, Valuiſtin” nſque ? 

Din. Quznam hzc larva eſt 2 Quantum 
de veſte conjeto hic ſhpem perit 3 Oh! 
{cio quid diQurus : Miles ſum, potitns ho- 
ſtium, Occiſus jam bis in bello, confoffus 
millies, &c. Parcas labori tuo: mihul do : 
bene vale. | 

e £m. Quaſi non norimus nos inter nos, 
mitte has nugas, Dinon, Ubi eſt Herus tu- 
us 2 pulchre os þlinemus homini. 

Din, Quid (malum) vis tbi? cun' herum 
noſti meum? | 

4m. Tanquam te. Din. Ita ſentio. 

£m, Non novi fungum illum ? Bar- 
dum, Baronem, ſtipitem, ahoum, ovem ? 
Quem tondebimus auro hodie uſque ad vi- 
vain Ccurem. | 

Din. Hic pol herum meum (quicquid id 
eſt) ſuo appellat nomine. Jurares noviſſe 
hominem, ica depinxit probe. Quoniam ve- 
6 tam familiaris es; facito ut ſciam, Quod 
nomen tibi ſit amico atq, neceſſario meo. 

e/Em. Quaſi vero obliviſci potis f15, fa- 
cetus es, Dinon, [ ampleQitur, | 

I. in, 
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Din. Non non, quzſo move te abs me 
longias, nam licet te amem, Memini me 
ſemper odifſe ſevulos tuos, nihil: beſtias. 

e/£m, Quos ſervulos memoras? Ego 
meos reliqui domi. 

Din. Nempe a tergo ſunt, funguntur 
officio ſuo, Nam tu, tanquam alter Bas, 
omnes tuos tecum portas. 

em, Ah nequam ! 1dem es, video, qui 
fuiſti prius- A puero te novi, ſemper mor: 
debas aliquem. 

Dis. Egon* mordebam vero? id ſervuli 
faciunt tui. 

e £m, Non eft ut ab illis timeas, Dinon, 
licet confitear, Me feſtas meas veſtes non 
induiſſe hodie. Cogitrabam domi me man- 
ſurum, ſed quid referc? Omnes me norunt, 
non eſt uti laborem de veſtitu. 

Din Falſum : ego te non novi, Ditis gra- 
tias, Sed re&te, mi vetus amice, adeo orna- 
tum negligis, Nam virtute forme evenit, 
te, ut, quicquid habeas deceat. Sed (1 tene- 
bris forte ſurgeres, diligentia opus eſt, Ne 
induas ſubligacula. in diploidis loco, Adeo 
difficile eſt utrumque in te diſtinguere. 

em, Eſtive tecus ſum de induſtria : 
ſudor me enecat. 

Di. Confilium dabo, amice, {1 me au- 
dias, perbonum, In rem tuam eſſe arbicror, 
ut moriaris quam primum poteris ; Nam 
runc te, Adiles forfitan ad ſepulturam du- 
int, Et, quod anno non feciſti, obvolutus 
jacebis linteo. 

£m, Nolo obſonare vermes. 

Din. Quam pediculos ſatius eft. Obſe- 
cro Amice, quo avolavit collare, 8& ſubucu- 
la? Ne pe. ork quidem uſquequaq; gerit 
lintei Quod digitum tegat, f1 eum caſu vul 
neret. ; 

Em. Lotrix habet, quid tua ? 

Din. Iſte galerus jam cribrum eft. Re- 
vereri me neceſla eſt; operire non potes 
= |. | Ay 

e/£m. Admitti ſolem volo: queſo an 1d 
invides ? 4 

Din, Nunquam antea oculis vidi meis 
ambulare ſterquilinium, 


Em. Nunquid dignum habes familia-! 


rem ludo ludere ? Si ferto faceres—— 
Din, Quid tum? | 
e/Em. AcCCciperem joco. 
Din. Edepol hominem perpaucorum 


hominum ! 1ngenium perplacet. Sed nego 


tioſum me decet efle aliis negotiis. Vale, 
bone vir, cum revocirim in memoriam 
qui f1s, reyortar tibi. 

£m, Oblecro, num amicum deſeris ? 
quid faciam.? Dim, Teipſum penfilem. 
| e/E®m, Da igitur drachmam, non placet 


| ita prodigere de meo. Quin morare, verbo 


expediam quid eſt quod te velim. In Mo- 
rionum herum tuum tragulam injicere A. 
nimum 1nduxiſti, ne nega ; induxti, (cio 
Hatic h devolvas mihimer Provinciatn, Ita 
argento illum circumvortam conſutis dolis 
Ut revera m2 dicas poſtea neceſſarium tu- 
um. Miles hanc domum noſtrz commiſie 
fidei ſervandam 1n reditum ſuum Bombar. 
domachides. Peropportunus iftic locus eſt 
tum autem ego (Dimidium mearum Lan- 
dum prztereo pre modeſtia,) Ita retexoom- 
nes mortales, quernq; przhendero, ut op. 
2190 f2 tatos credant modo (1 conſperim. 

Din Ut loquitur, ne crumena pertunſa 
fit, mihi valde cautio eſt. Nimio fuit fami. 
llaris. 

e/Em, Idem a te caveo, Dinon, Nam pro. 
pe adſtitiſh:; falva res, nihil naQtus es, 

Din. Dii me amant,quandoquidem hune 
hominem objecerunt mihi, nunc aggrediar 
facinus auſpicio liquido. Nam cum iſthoc 
comite vel ipfi Mercurio verba darem, Ita 
ownes articulos calle: Sycophantiz. Quod 
nomen tibi dicam eſſe ? «Em. e/Emylioni, 

Din. Tum bene e/£mylio da tgihi manum, 
conditionem accipio. Dabin' vero jusjuran- 
dum te fidelem {ore ? 

e/£m. Do deosteſtes: quzſo cui morta- 
lium Przftanda eft, frdem { inter noſmert 
frangimus ? S2d moram diftis creas, dic 
qui fint homines, Unde, quid veniant, nam 
adibo, quaſi zxtatem noſſem. lt dies, & nor 
dum pecuniz 1injicto ungulas, 

Din. In via tibi dicam omnia : fed cum 
iſtoccine Ornatu, mi e-£mylio? 

e/£m. Piſh, potin* ut quieſcas? Annon 
veſiitus tibt videor fatis bahlice ? 

Din. Ut voles, eſto; fſatin' ex improvilo 
eandem amicitia tanta ita eſt ? 

e/£m, Meus bonus Genius ! 

Din. Meus alter 1dem ! 

e/Em, Meus Pilades ! 

Din. Oreſtes meus! 

Em, Meus — 21%; ame WHEN 

Din, Mute tricas, i piz, icquar. 

£m. Quaſi eſſen tam male moratus, 
m1 Pilades ? Peregrino ſemper -—— 

Din. Vis audeo te 3 tergo relinquere, tl- 
bi hercle locum cedo, tu major nebulo es. 

Am. Eamus ergo fimul,mea commoditas. 

Din. Mea opportunitas eamus. [Exennt.] 


Scena Quinta. 


Gnowicis, Gelaſimus, Morion, Per. 


Gn.Ut in primo Actu Menzchm1,5Scen3 
ſecund3 dicitur Sepulchrum man's & 
un: 
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hunc comburamus diem. Euge. Plautus, | 
«m Ts wales diftus! fic Horatins Drem cons: | 
dere', - & 5 awaits Lani per excellentiam, 
Jamqdiem clauto componit veſperOlympo; 

Gel. Andies mortua eſt ? ha, ha, ha, ha; 
an inquam dies mortua ſt Tutor ? 

Mor, Moriatur ſane, 2ut fuſpendat ſe, f1 
yolr, Puer, cedo vinum. Hum — nullum- 
ne mag!” vetus? 

Ps. Ilico, IIlico. [ bibit. | 
Nullus eſt in tot4 urbe qui abi melius pre- 
beat, S1 eus frater eſles. 

Mor. Frater, carnifex? Non ſum ego 
Polyporo unicus? ſed periculum faciam, 


[bibit. 


Pu. Et ſcintillulat, quaf1 

Mor. Scintillulat ? videam Fortaflis hoc 
prxſtat —-certe ſcintillac probe, [bibi.] 
Quid (malum) an capras pedes meos ? 

Pu, Egon Domne ? 

Mor. Dinidiatum tibi cyathum nunquam 
Tutor, porrigam. Moratus ſum melius— 
da Tutori, Per. [ bibir. ] 

Pe. 1lico, illico, inquam, non poſſum 
eſſe hic & ill;c ſimul. 

Gel. Obſtup:faciamjam ego puerum in- 
genio meo. Adi fis 

Pc, Maxime. 

Gel. Adeſdum vero Minime. Ut verbum 
retorqueo ? quid agis Minime ? 

Pu. Vides, 

Ge. Ita mmivexiguus fueras, ut vix her- 
cle poteram. wg 

' Pg, Nlico, ilhco, jam vemo, jam, jam, 
vinum Oclius in Coronam. 

Gel. Avolavit : unico plane difto occidi 
hominem. Ita omnes quibuſcum loquor 
ſemper maQto infortunio. Hominem tetigi 
jocis quarto Nonas Februaru ſub hhgno Ro- 
iz. [ [cribit. ] 

Gno. Ah Parcas irridere 1llum Gelaſime. 
Ingenut vultvs puer eſt, ingenuiq, pudoris. 
Adi fis props : quid oculos defigis adeo ? 
attollas caput, Neſcis derivari &ypomy dm Tv 
«v0 «8; Pronaq, cum ſpectent animalia 


cztera terram, Os homint ſublme dedir, 
celumque tueri Juflit, & ere&os ad fidera 
tollere yultus. | 

Gel. Non quit reſpondere; ita joco in- 
terfect modo. Euge Gelafme, nunquam 
commutatus clues. 


Mor. Puer pete ocius vinum: quid horas, 


bonas perdimus ? 

Gno. Audin'? fir Coum, Maflicum, vel 
Leucadium, Falernum, Lesbium, Czcu- 
bum, atque audin'? ne {it Aut Vaticanum, 
aut Vejentanum , aut Laletanum cave, 


Namg, hc in aliam partem accepta apud 


Authores legimus. 


Pu.Factum puta : Vinum ocius in Rofam. 
Me. Puer revertere (15; Eac poculum te- 
ipſo majus uti mul afferas. Nam pro vitel- 


lo oviebibere te ex Cyatho poteram; 


Scena Sexta. 
e/Emlio iiſdem. 


Py. Quo pergis bone vir? nolunt hi fidi- 
cinem : Abi cum cantiunculis novis. 

eEm. Ain Nanule, Ramentum! Trien- 
tal hominis! Nature avaritia ! Non licert 
amicos alloqui ? 

Pu, Amicos tuos? In popins c#ca4 quzri- 
tes: vinum non bibunt, Nik forte in Prin- 
cipis natali cum ex canalibus funditur. 
e/£m, Quin abi in malam rem furcife- 


rule. | 
[Exit.] 


Px. Illico 3 illico. 
£m, Salvere vos plurimum juber ami- 
cus voſter verus: Er vivos valenceſque huc 
adveniſlz id volupe eſt mihi. Facit hoc for- 
talſe veſtis inſolentia Ut fugiat vos mema- 
ria qui fim. 

Gel. Non multum falleris. 

Go. Rem acu tetigiſti, nam fic melius 
ditum reor. 

Em, At veſtrum ego & memini 8 
ſemper faciam ut meminero. Nam Adors- 
onis patri Pelyporo jam olim ſummus fui, 
Poſtquam peregre advemientem hoſpitio 
me exceperar. 

Gno. Nz bona memoria es: didiciſle ar- 
tem, arbitror, Quam (referente Cicerone) 
invemiſ2 dicatur Srmonides. 

Am. Gelaſime (alve (Dii faciant ne fal- 
fus fim) ſalve Morzon. 

Mor. Ego non magis te nov1 quam Ho- 
minem in Lung. Sed f vis, ſalve. 

Gel. Hunc enam hominem ludos faciam. 
Nanquid veſtes etiam tuz (ha, ha, he) abi- 
erunt peregie? 

£m. Modo admodum ex bello redii, 
commutare non hlicuit. lea vos ut audivi 
adveniſſe properavi vilere. 

Gel. Kdepol veſtes malas! an ex beltb 
aufugerunt? An oſtenderunt terga? tua 
terga hic incel1go. 

Am, Oh bene hercle gaudeo quod lig- 
nificaras mihi, Nam 1Jhc yocus eſt, Gelaſs- 
me, antiquum ovtines. 

Gel. Novit me iſte proculdubio, non 
urgebo amplius, Ha, ha, ha! An oftende- 
runt teiga ? Nolo jam coram peregrino; 
poſt {cribam tamen. Rs 

Em, Hanc mihi quam videtis, ſtragem 
eff:cerunt gladii, Tum galerum cernne, 
eccam tormentorum operam, Annon odos 


Pyrii pulveris objeRu'eRt naribus? Res 
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Gel. O bellum quaſi minime bonum: 
Ibi ego iterum ; nunquam ceſlabo hodie. 

Gno. Bella per Kmathios pluſquam cide 
vilia campos, Satin* hic homo excidit mihi 
memoria? Pudet obliviſci familiaris tam 
male, Ne ſuperbum dicat, affimulabo quat1 
ſ{ciam. Incertus ſum quis fiet, ſedhoc nil re- 
fert, Amicus certus in re 1ncerta cernitur, 

e/£Em, Ut valet uxor Polypor;? ut ſene- 
Autem fert 2 
- Gel. Quaſi injuriam Male 3 $1 centum 
peregrint ad{int Nunquam tamen omittam 
iſtoc ſcribere. [ Scrabit. | 

Gno. Ohe! jam ſatis eſt, nunc ſalve, a- 
mice optime, Diflimulavi per jocum (ur 
aiunt) quaſi non poſſem prius. 

Gel. Noſtin' vero, Tutor, ferio ? dic no- 
men obſecro. 

Gno. Nomen ? quaſ1— vorſatur nuthi in 
labris primoribus. 

em, Perii: nomen amiſ1: oh! Peripo- 
I: marchbas et. 

Gno. Dit boni ! ita eſt profe&to : ſxpe 
obliviſcimur Que callemus, ut proverbium 
facetiflime, tanquam digitos. | 

Gel, Certe quoque cum animo cogitem, 

uaſ1 per nebulam memini Me vidiſle illam 
aciem. 

Mor. Tum ego memini quoque. Itaque 
propinabo tibi. Hem ! Per:plo— Periplome— 
Non multum refert, noſti quid velim, cib1 
przbibo. 

Gno, Sedeamus omnes, 1n re omni ſer- 
vanda eſt Methodus. Sic melius carpemus 
munera Bacchi. Clama puerum Gelafime. 

Gel. Non parebit mihi Tutor, ita dii1(1 
modo. 

Gno, Heus puer, aſcende ad culmina 
tecti. 

Puer, | Subt.] Statim venio, Iilico. 

Gno. At citius quam coquuntur aſparagi, 
En, age ſegnes Rumpe moras. 

e/£m. Przdam habeo: Salvus ſum : tres 
hoſce Afinos Duz res ſtatim peſſundabunt, 
Ebrietas & Ego. Eho tu ! dum vos hic lar- 
giter {iccamus cyathos, Jube cythariſtria 
intus nos oblectert cantiuncula. 
fer tu merum ; da bibere plenis cantharis. 
A ſummo incipe. 

. Gno, Peripolemarche , pulchre admones. 
Juvar inſanire. 

Mor. Nimio nimis ſum ſanus diu. St! 
Pax! oh harmoniam! ut vibriſfat! | cantio.] 

Gno. Hem, erin, clauduntur lumina 
ſomno ? 

Ar. Non, non, non. Sine me elle nihili. 
_ Gel. Madet pol Merion. 

. der. Madeon'Gelafime? Anego madeo, 
Tutor ? cedo:gladium Peripemarcbides. 


—4 


Circum- 


Gel. Videon' ego circumfuſam illic tyr- 
bam hominum ? Plane ebrius es Gelaſime 
per Deos immortales ebrius es. ME 
Gno, Arma virumque cano Trojz qui 
primus ab oris Ital1am fato profugus — hic 
1l11us arma Bic currus fult—circumfer me- 
rum, carnufex Multum ille & terris ja&a- 
tus & alto Vi ſuperum, ſxvz memorem— 
porrige mihi poculum. Amice, bene me 
bene te, benc noſter Virgilius, Arma vi- 
rumq, Cano -— [bubir] 

Mor, Bene habet: ego terum potabo 
ne me credant ebrium. 

Din, [lorunce hic ego-fata & ſermones 
legam, Quam ſtrenue Genio indulgent! 
faxo, 11 vivus vivam, Plus uti cras lacry- 
ment, quam ebiberunt hodie, Tum nos, 
f1 Baccho placet, in hunc modum : hilarem 
Sumemus diem, atq, amoanum : Ebrietatem 
(1tio, 

Em, Nilt diflimulem quaſi biberem, 
hercle me evertent cyathis, [ra properant 
inte!1e: Dit me beatum volunt. 

Mor. Ego non ebrius Gelaſime, 

Gel. Neque ego, 

Mor. Neque ego. 

Gel, Bene igitur ; ſalutem tibi. 

Mor. Enimvei 0 ego ſum ingenitoſiflimus. 

' Gel, At ego multo magis, 

Mor. Tun' magis ? 

Gel. Inquam magis. 

Mor. Bene, ſum tamen ingenioſiflimus 
hem ! propino tibi. 

Gel. Vix lacrymis abſtineo equidem, ita 
te amo Morin, 

Mor. O Gelaſime | 

Gel. O Morion | 

Gno. Move-manus ocyus; | Exit Puer ] 

[ Dinon intus ſonitum facit & celeuſma.} 
Quid ftas ? colaphum impingam tib1 gran- 
dem cum Comico. 

Mor. Dn voltram fidem ! tempeſtatem 
magnam! eamus oratum Tutor. 

Gel, Tempeſtatem vero ! certo certivs 
tarbo exortus eſt, Ita vehementer conqual- 
{fat navim, ut vix queam ſtare. 

Gno, Ecce autem, clamorg, vicum, firr 
dorq, rudentum ! Satin? in navi nos eflz ob- 
litus fui? hem! curate navitzx, Ne nav1s 
confringatur, neve impingat forfitan 1n 
Scopulum, Tempeſtas increbreſcic. 

Din. Pol morcales graphices ! Pernmus, 
navis perit, ad extrema ſe paret qui{que- 
Neſciunt jam vocem meam ; ego, pulchre 
deluſos dabo. 

Aim, Dinonis illa vox eſt ; Eugepr : 
factum eſt optime. 

Gno. Apparent adhuc fidera: lic Pol: 
lux, illic Caſtoreſt. [ ad lucernas | 


Em, 


Nanfragium Foculare. 


e/Em.Hem ! nauclere, nauclere inquam ! 
quamdiu vivimus 2? 

Din Vix horz dimidium ; periimus ! 

Mor. Heu quid faciam miler ? Prz timo- 
re iterum vomam ; {1 jam undis obruar, 
Nunquam navigabo poſtea. 


e/Em. Adeſdum, adeſdum inquam, Gno- / 


mice, Viden' fluctum illum decimum ? 

Gno. Decimz venit impetus undz Po- 
ſerior nono eſt, undecimoque prior. 

Gel. O f1 quis bibere jam queat Salutem 
mihi! Non poſſum non jocari hoc ipſo in 
articulo. Expirabo animam joco. 

Mor. Non poſſum pati me mori. 

[ genu fleir. 
O quoties peccavi ego ! [ bibir ] Madui quo- 
ties! [bib] Quoties ſcorcatus ſum! | bib: ] 
Nunquam videbo patrem, Nunquam poſt 
hzc bibam, [bb] abi fis uter miſer. 


[ frangit..] | 


Convertamus nos Tutor, ad preces 1llico. 
Gno, Maxime: 
O terque quaterque beati, 
Queis ante ora Patrum, Trojz ſub mcent- 
Contigit oppetere. (bus altis. 
Pz. Ecquid nos vocaſtis ? 
e/Em, Dii te perdant, ita inopportunc 
huc te conjicis. Abi (is furcifer. | extrudir. 
Gno, Quod fit ? 
eAim. Rogas? Vidiſtin' ut ad proram 
modo Deus aliquis marinus adſticic ? 
Gel. Non, erat piſcis magnus. 
e/Em, Pilcis ? 
Gel. Piſcis mehercule, Mehercule, 1n- 
quam, piſcis, ex voce 1d fatis colligo, 
Din. Funes rupti ſunt, dizjeRa vela, na- 
vis lacera eft. Actum de nob1s Socii. 


| quiſpiam. 


Mor. O mortem — quid faciam ? 
Obſecro atque oro vos piſces mihi parcite. 
Ego filius ſum Polypori natu maximus. 

Din. Exonerabo hunc ego congium in 
eorum capita. Peritmus, ho! foci, perii- 
mus, abſorbet nos mare, [ dejecit, 


Jam, jam abſorbet, periimus. 


Gn.O nos miſeros ! viden' ut aquas puppis 
combibit? Servare hanc familiam ipſa non 
poterit Salus, Ur peflime Comicus. O Pe- 
ripolemarche, quzſo duc me in inferiora 
navis. 

Gel. Et me, me, me, me etiam obſecro. 

[ Detrudit in cellam Bombard. 

Mer. Valete ; egojam moriar. [| cagit. 

Din. Ha, ha, ha! Dit voſtram fidem rem 
venuſtam & lepidam ! Non potuit evenire 
melius, quam event iſthzc fabrica. 

Em, St! {t! Dinon, {t' deſcende, al- 
tum dormiunt ; [ Dinon deſcendit. 
Nz ego multum fallor, nif1 hi homines nau- 
fragium verum fecerint. 

Puer ingreditur. 

Pu. Non, non, non ; repreſentabam prius 
Pecuniam oportet effe pro his quos fecerunc 
ſumptibus, antequam huncetiam auferas. 

[ Morionis loculos [poliat, & dat Puero 
pecunam. 

Em. Pecuniam ? labentifſime, luben- 
tiflime accipe (is. 

Pu. Jam habe tibi hunc afinum 3 illico, 
1111co. [ Exit. 

e £m, OJovem, cxteroſque ccoelies! 

[ Tollunt Morionm. 
Neceſle eſt riſu ſpeQatores emorier, 

$1 rem transferret iſtam ia Comcaediam 

| [ Zxeunt. 


— —___— . _—_————_ 


ACTUS SECUND YU > 


Scena Prima, 


Dinon, e/AEmylio habitu Morionis. 


Din. FÞ 9%, ecquid ſtas animo ? quin 
iterum inquam eAmlio: Hare- 
dis 1llz veſtes ſunt 3 vereor ne 

cerebro incommodent. 

eAm. Para tib1 ornatum novum, & tum 
mecum fabulator poſtea, Quamquam inſo- 
lens fecero, fi ſermonem feram cum ſervu- 
lo, Fortunas haſce meas ſublatus animus 
decet. Siquidem fidelem re przſtiriſh, hem 
manum ad ofcula. 


Din. Faxo pol oſculeris meam, ſquidem 


In os pugnos ingeram. 
Am, Siquidem hercle ingeras, faxo mi- 


hi os efſe ſenſeris, Sed ne accedas adeo ; 
od1 ſemper ſer vulos tuos, mihil; beſt1as, Scio 
quid dicturus, miles ſum, potictus hoſtium, 
Occiſus bis in bello, contofſus millies, &c. 
Parcas laboricuo: nihi) do; bene vale. 

Din. Qua(1 non nor1mus nos inter nos; 
mitts nugas e-£mylio. 

eEm. Fgo Comes eAmylio vocor, ne 


nomen nelſcias. 


Din. Ergo comes & amice m1 emo, 
reſpondeas velim. 
e£m, Rogandi copiam tib1 facio, auda- 
Rer loquere. 'S 
Din. 


136 


N aufragium Foculare. 


Din. Dit te perdant nugivendule, hoc | 
primum Deos rogo : Nunc te, ſcripliſtin' 
literas ad Polyporum? | 

em, Hum! quid ais? nos magni vir 
negotiis majoribus impediti, ſzxpe non ad- 
vertimus quz difta ſunt. 

Din. Exemplar literarum ad Polyporum 
videre veltm, Jamne audis ? 

fm. Hum! Literarum ? poteſt keri ut 
oſtendam tib1. 

Din. Poteſt fieri ut diminuam tibt caput, 
nil1 mittas has tricas. 

£m. Obloqueris mihi {ic ornato ? lege 
has inquam, ocyus- 

Din. Diis gratias cunis, Marti & ſeor- 
{fim, meo Domino atq, Amico bono, guem 
colo Jubens. Fera inter pelagi monſtra, 
Neret greges, Solita virtute filium cepi tu- 
um, Duoſque amicos 3 ſervo nunc vinos 
domi, Victore me ſuperbientes plurimum, 
Huc properes, redim1 {1 cupis, tantum eſt, 
Vale. Dux Bombardomachides, 
Obſecro an in hunc modum ſcribir 

Bombardomachides ? 
eAm. Sic loquitur quotidie: linguam 
cothurnatam gerit. 

Dm, Avi finiſtra hec res procedit, atq, 
ex ſententia. Quid agimus nunc jam ? 

e/Em, Ego agam Bembardomachidem. 
Tu cuſtodem ; barbam induas, atq, orna- 
menta cxtera. [ duit. 

Hem iſtuc ocyus : jam Cuſtos purus putus 
es, Abi, atq, educ captivos, narra rem 07- 
dine, Ut capt fint v1 & armis: hic vos o- 
peribor, abi. [ Exit Dinon. 
Poteram ego nunc univerſos Mortales 1u- 
dos facere 3 Equidem meipſum pene me- 
tuo : ne perſonatus Bombardo- | ornat ſe. 


macbides Verum eAmylionem fallat.” Adenn? | 


pervorſa es, Chlamis ? Efficiam ut recius 
ſedeas: Hei! iſthectiara'tt, Pramas Ex- 
zdificabo cum hac caput meum tanquam 
Elephantus, Turrim geſto, Hem. Ego ſum 
Bombardomachidiſſumis. 

Gno, Una falus vittis nullam ſperare ſa 
lutem. [ Intus. 
Dpabp Quid ego tunc eg1 ? nonne pugna- 

am queraadniodum, H vrcana Tigris, cum 
tenell1 abriptuncur caculi ? 

Din, Strenuitiime omnium. 

Gel, Certe; nif1 multum me fallit me- 
moria. 

Aor. Egoetiam aliquid feci. . 

Gel. Vincuntur (zpe fortiflimi 3 
Tutor, bono ammo es. PA 

Gno. Maxime: nam dictum eſt veriſfime. 
In re mala ammo f1 bono utare, juyar. 

Din. Sequimini, [ Exit. 

Em. Adſunt 5 egonondum comparebo. 


Scena Secunda. 


Dinon, Gnomicus, Gelaſimus, Morion 
(habitu e/Emyluoniz, ) 


Mor, Hei! Tutor ! Tutor; ego non 
{um Morin. 

Gno. Quid ais? 

Mor. Per Deos [Immortales non ſum, ego 
novi Morionem (at bene. 

Gno, De ccalo deſcendit 91921 ovavriy, 
Noſcis teiplum. 

Mor. Non, non, non novi mehercule, 

Gno, Quis 1gitur es ? 

Mor. Quomodo ego ſcire poflim 2 

Gel. Phy, phy, 1dem es. 

Mor. Simne? bene habet : ſed unde hx 
veſtes, Gelaſime ? 

Gel. Sane nelcic. 

Mor, Neſcis Gelaſime ? an hoc fſufficit 
quid ego reſpondeam patri 2 
Quid faciam ? Tutor viden' ? 

| Gno, Non equidem invideo, miror ma- 
15 — 
Mor. Hei! Galerum! video vos omnes 
per iſthzc toramina. 

Gel. Quaſi feneſtras habet, 

Mor. Feneſtras ! imo fores; habet fores 
Gelaſime, hei mih1! 

Gel. Omnes ingeniolſi ſunt infelices pro- 
pemodum. Urtinam caviſlem iſthoc crimi- 
ne: parentes predixerunt mihi. 

Mor, Et mit, ſed ego morem gefli, & 
ramen veſtes perdid1. . 

Gno, Ego1dem te admonu, ſeu potius, 
admonitum habui, Odi puerum pracocis 
ingenii, 1nquit Vir admirabilis. Sed quid 
ego 1ti comp!e loquor in miferiis? Jam }1- 
cet tib1 veic dicere Gelaſime. Ingenio peril 
Naſo Poeta meo, 

Din. Nif aliter vobis viſum eſt accerſam 
herum, Nam vos conventos velit. 

Gns. Imo3 pro hlibictu tuo: S$19uid me 
velit, Poeta reſpondere docuit, Coram, 
quem, quazritis, adium, Trojus nes. 

Mor, Mene ut videat Cum his veltimen- 
tis? dic, qui hm, Tutor. 

Din. Expe&ant te; cave (1s titubes 3 atq 
audin' ettam 2 Fac rilum teneas, nam pe” 
riculum id eff. 

e/£m, Pilh : vultum in manu habeo. 

 e/Emyluo, £7 

Gel, Bafilice ſe infer, tanquam lapis:]lz 
[ndicus, Qui ſpe&atorum om:!wum oculcs 
tertur perſtringere. 

Gno, Ora humeroſq, Deo funilis! = 

Mor. Totus horreo wemody, 3 ego ſtatim 


VOmame LM, 


N aufragium Foculare. 


£m, Tonitru cum hoſtes vicimus feros 
hell:ico, Vincere & noſmet quimus, ac v1- 
t2m dare. Mens noſtra frangi neſcit, at 
fi:&1 poteſt. 

Gno. O quem te memorem, Miles, namgq, 
haud tib1 vultus Mortcalis, nec vox hominem 
ſonat, O Dea certe 

e/Em, Eripere polſumus lucem & lucem 
dare. Sic fulminantis fertur poteſtas Jovis, 
Medto fic bello valet Gradivus meus, Quid 
armis poflim, eſtis vos experti ſatis, Dabt- 
mus alterna, {ic viſum eſt Fato & mihi. 

Mor. Quid faciam ? timor in poſteriora 
decidit, Anima exire noſtra per poſticum 
cupit, 

Gel. Ur bellice loquitur! non audeo hunc 
hominem jocts ludere. 

Em. Ob hoc Polyporo celerem mif1 Nun- 
cum, Hinc uti vos ſalvos ducat. 

Gno. Mecxznas Atav:s edite Regibus, 

O & prxh1dium, & dulce decus meum ! 

Mor, Ego iterum reviviſcam nam aquam 
vitez loquitur. 

Gel. Ut jam miteſcit ferox! haud multum 
alter Hyzna (mirum) ex mare in femi- 
nam migrat, Boni ingenu eſt {1militudines 
rerum fingere, Et concinnam ege compa- 
rationem aliquando jocis przxfero. 

«Em. Quistu? vel fare nomen, vel lon- 
gum file. 

Mor, Ego ? ſervustuus 

Am. Quid aures tundit meas? ha! 

Mor. Favoris tui ſtudiofiflimus. 

e/Em, Ambages mittito. 

Mor. Filius natu maximus patris mei Ego, 

e/Em. Nomen rogo. 

Mor, Utinam effer d1gnum quod exau 
das. 

eAm. Froftra ſum : tuum ? 

Gel, Quemadmodum (cum bona tua ve- 
nia) tu vocaris Bembardemachides, 

Fodem plane modo deleor ego nomine 
Gelaſimi, 

Facete m2um nomen cum illius confero, 
quo 1111 afſentari poſſum magis. [ Scrzb1 ] 
Inſinuavi me callia® ad Bombardomachidem 
quarto nonas Feb. 

Am. Tuum. 

Gno. Sed {1 tantus amor nomen cognol 
cere noſtrum Quanquam animus meminiſſe 
horrer, ludtug, refugit Incipiam-—Gnomicss 
(l1tibi viſam tuerit) ſeu Gnomico nomen eſt 
mihi. 

Em. Fac ſerve officium: rurſum re- 
yortar intro. LExit.] 

Gel. Certo certius abiens mihi toto annu: 
ebat capite, Admiratur ingenium meum : 
medius fidius captu'ſt, 

Mer. Non reſpondebam illi ruſtice Gela: | 


3/7 
ſime, Euge Merion; nolo me indotum 
predicent, Licet indigeam veſtium. 

Din. Placetne hinc vos? Gel. Quo ? 

Din. Unde educi. 

Gel, In cellam illam anguſtam ac tene- 
bricoſam obſecro? Quamego Orci januam 
per jocum nominavi modo. 

Din, Scilicet > donec vos Polyporws. 

Mor. Eamus 1gitur 3 placent cenebrz, 
Nam {1 diutius hos pannos conſpiciam, la 
crymabo largiter. | 

Gno, Plautus Comazdiam ſcripfit, cui Ca- 
ptivi titulus- Vates 6 Plaute fueras, nam va- 
tes nomen ambiguum'it. Nos jam Captivi. 
Aids A emineler Bran. 

Mor. Tutor, Tutor, revortere f15 ocyus 
Tutor, 

Gno, Quid eſt? 

Mor, Nihil jam; fed aliquis momordic 
me de tergo ; eamus fodes. 


Scena Tertia. 
e/Emylio, Dinon, 


£m, Abſumptus ſum planiflime : Gno- 

mics me expetant pedice. 

Neque unquam ex illius ſententiis habeo, 
qua me conſoler miſerum. 

Nempe hoc in more poſitum eſt, Genero- 
ſus fatus continuo ut vapulet. 

Incertum eſt quid agam, ita iſthzc res ſu- 
bicaria'lt, 

Heus Dinon, huc te ocyus; 1nquam Dinon. 


Intrat Dion. 
Din. Satin' es apud te? quid vis? 
£m, Qui poflim ? modo in viz 
Din. Bombardomachidem 2 
Em. Dixti. Nullus ſum. 
Din. Quam mox aderit obſecro ? 
e/E£m. Quid adeſt: vix pun&tum tempo- 
ris ad conh)um datur, 
Jacebit in fermento totus, tum loquetur 
meros lapides. 
Din [mo piſtrinum, fuſtes, vincula : iſt- 
hzc ne ioquatur plus metuo. 
Nullamne expurgationem habes ? 
£m Hum ' nimium hoc calidum eſt : 
imo {1 erit—- 
Dinon, 1ta facico. 
Din. Quid ? 
e/Em. Hem, tarde, nondum intelligis ? 
Din. Quid (malum) an ex vultu conje- 
Auram capiam, quid me velis ? 
£m. Ad {\ummam domun aſcendas o- 
cylis, & continuo ubi ille in zdes ſe pene: 
cracit, fac ſonitum horrendum facias. Quaſi 
(intellextin'? ) quaſt efles Dzmon _—_ 
& itt. 


£ 
\ 
k. 
> 


-———_— — —_ —_ — —_— —_— 


: N aufragi un Toculare. 


Din. Quamobrem ? | 

e/Em, Piſh, id mora eſt dicere, abi. 

Din. Abeo : fed vidiſtin'iple Militem * 

£m. Duobus his inquam oculis : mo- 
leſtus es. 

Din, Abeo : verum dices Dxmonem. 

[ Exit. | 

Em. Ecce autem adeſt! morart certum 

eſt aliqui hominem. 


he. 


Scena Quarta. 
Bombardomachides, e/Emylio. 


Bom, Quis hic locus, quz regio, que 
mundi plaga ? 
Ubi ſum? ſub ortu Solis, an ſub cardine 
Glacialis urſz ? numquid Heſperii maris 
Extrema tellus hunc dat Oceano modum : 
O ſalve Domus, voſque Penates Dei. 
Videon' te Patria ? ludit an oculos meos 
Imago fallax, non ludit : video ſatis. 

£m. Non opus eſt ; manedum, & ego 
te ludam ſatis Hum— plenum 1d perich 
eſt—hanc prius infiſtam viam. 

Bom, Fores pulſabo noſtras, pulſabo pede, 
Anticipat quis me? mortem quis quzrie 1- 
bi 2 [ erm. pulſat,] 
Verumne cerno corpus ? an tallor mala 
Deceptus umbra ? verum eſt ? quid velic 
ſciam. ' 


Imo forte novi, & non novi forſitan, 
Videtur ille fortis, necnon vir bonus, 
e/£m, Itane coram in os inimicum laudas 
meum 2? 

Bom. Videtur tantum dixi? non eſt vir 


| bonus» 


em, Retcanimum tuum advertis ad 
animum meum. 
Si has in zdes intra menſem ſe conffciat, 
[ta inornatum dabo ſecundum virtutes ſias, 
Ut iſtum perpetuo locum pejus angue, o- 
derit. 
Bom. Ego rus revortar: periclum ſapi- 
ens fugit. 
e Em, Ha, ha, ha, ha, veſtis commurtata- 
quid facit ? | 
Bom. Quz verba fundit ? = faciem vidi 
Prius — 
Quin redeas, inquam, reyorti aliquando 
bonum eſt. 
Ipſus eſt ; dominum ſervus deludis tuum ? 
Quis me per auras turbo przcipitem vehet, 
Atraque nube involvet, ut tantum nefas 
Eriptat oculis 2 
e/Em, Occiſa res eſt, peri. 
Adveniſſe falvum gaudeo ; valuiſtin' uſa, 
" athletice ? 
Perjocum hoc feci adeo, joco veniam rogo. 
Bom, Rogas? timendum eſt; aliquis hic 
erat dolus, 


e/£m, Expergiſcere enfis: teque ad ofh- 
cium para: Nam fartum ex muilite faciam, 
& comedam poſtea. 

Bom. O Scelus! quis hoc Scythico natus 
nemore, 

Sit licet Tigris mater, aut genitor Leo, 
Quis unquam dixit orbis formidoultimi, 
Cannibal, humanos ore eru&ans cibos ? 
Abibo, atque iſti cedam furori locum, 
Pati nam mortem poſſum, at exedi pudet, 
Pars magna fortitudinis prudentia eſt. 

e Em, Quis iſtic 2 hem ! revortere, f1 
malo caveas. 

Bom. Nihil formido, ſed tamen totus 
tremo, Ego miles juvenis, non ſum, credo, 
fallers. 

e £m, Proh deos, deaſque omnes | raen' 
falli dicis. 

Bom Non dico; at magni ſpe fallun- 
tur viri. Iratus ne f15; 1ra names eſt mala. 

e/Em. Tun' noſti ubi {1c gentium Bombar- 
domachides ? 

Bom, Non novi. 

e/Em, At nil jurato non credam tib1. 

Bom, Per cezlum, & coli taces non no- 
tum eſt mii, Lingua juro, mentem injura- 
tam gero, 

e£m, Sed noſti probe hominom, 

Bom, Novi aliquo modo. 


eAim, Nunc homini ſubpalpabor: expe- 
rirt volut, Utrum iſtoc ſub ornatu ſatis de- 
liteſcerem, Tu noſti uſque in initio quan- 
quam diflimulaſti ſedulo, Operam proteao 
ludet, tb1 verba qui daturus eſt. 

Bom. Antequam vidi, novi, per magnum 
Jovem, Sed in jocantes rurſus jocari placet, 

Em. SCIO, fed ubi eſt Eucomiſ/a, & loror 
mea 2 

Bom. Sequuntur pone , men” conntari 
virgines 2 

e £m, Quid hic ſermones cxdimus : ibo 
ills obyiam, Et dicam ut rerorcantur do- 
mum. 

Bom. Effare quamobrem. 

e/Em, Quia enim ubi hic habitabunt 
gentium 2 Bom. Domi. 

em. Quid ? annon menfis eſt cum 
nemo homo intro pedem retulic. 

Bom. Define: jocari nolo. 

e/Em, Hem | nondum hocdixitibi? Sa- 
tin' oblitus fu1; adeo mihi nunc jam res ve- 
tus eſt ? Spetrorum, Cacodxmonum, ma- 
lorum Geniorum iſthzc habitatio eſt. Quo- 
tidie colloquuntur, ejulant, gemunt, lacry- 
mant, Crepant, exclamant, mille diverſos 
ſonos faciunt, Dies me aeficeret, 1, quz 
monſtra hic hunt dicerem. 


Bom. Loqueris rem mirum ; nulla quam 
Fn credet 


e 


N aufragium Focwlare, 


__— 


RI 


credet dies, Sed nec tacebit ; bonan' hxc 
dicis fide ? 

e/£m, Quin, inquam, decem plus minus 

dies incolumicapite non eram, 
Tantum hzc mihi res de improviſo incuſlit 
metum. 

Bom. Metwiſtin' ? non oportuit ſervum 
meum Metuiſte quicquam 2? 

em. Res, 1 efJer f1milis tus. 

Here, quomiam mihi fortaffis minus fidem 
adhibes, Age, ingrediamur, faxouti omnia 
ipſus audias. 

Bom. Nihil timeo:; fed egon ut non cre- 
dam tibi ? Credam plus iſtoc : & nihil t- 
meo tamen. 

em, Vellem mehercule te teſtem huyus 
rei: ſed fac ut voles. Ibo ilhs obviam, atg, 
huc ducam niſi aliud imperes. 

Bom.Tam prope monſtra folus hic ſtabo? 
benc eſt. Abeas- e/E£myli redi— ml timeo 
tamen. ” 

e/Em. Id {cto ; obtundis. 

on Timeo nll per Joyvem, Tantum eſt: 
ad1, 

e/£m. Libenter, Ha, ha, ha. [ Exit. 

Bom. Pavet animus, horret, magna per- 
nicies adeſt. Incendor ira, raptor, {ed quo 


neſcio, Sed rapior ; Spectra in noſtra ri- | 


umphant domo? Facinus hoc videt fummi | | 
| dum quietem nudius tertius in ſomnio. 


moderator poli, Et nondum tonitru con- 
volvit mundum horrido? Oh Phabe pat 
ens, fugeris retro licer Medioque ruptum 
merſeris ccelo Diem. 

Din. | Supra.) Oh, oh, oh. 

Bom. vero occidiſti—=neſcio quid faciam 
miſer, nam aliquid audio—Tugq, O Neptu- 
ne—oh quid faciam ? mortuus ſum —Rede- 
unt temporez rerum quod primum eft om- 
num. 


Scena Quinta. 


SEmylio, Eucomifſa, eAgie, Pſecas, 
Bombard. Serv. 


em, Quid eſt, here, ecquid times ? 

Bom. Timeon' Ego ? Proh Deos Dealq, 
omnes! zthereas prius Pertundet Arctos 
Pontus, & Siculi rapax Conliſtet zitus un 
da, & [onio ſeges Matura pelago lurger, 
ac Jucem dabic Nox atra terris omnibus. 
Timeon' ego? 

fg. Cacodzmones? O ſuperos! audire 
hocnomen mihi febris eſt. 

Eu, O Venus! tu & ego, mea «Erle, 
dfientmns male, Nam mih+ cibus & potus 
eſt, ut aiunt, de his fabularier, Pſccas, quin 
Pſecas, inquam, furda eſt hc ancillula ; 
Tu vidiſti Cacodxmones, nonne ? 

P/. Nen, f placer, Sed nov aliquam 


| 


- 
; 
, 
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? 
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| 
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quz novic aliam, quz vidwc ens. 

Es, Qua facie erant Pſecas ? 

P/. Unus erat camng facie, Ore & oculis 
1gneis, pedibus bufonis, colore nigro, Cauds 
que longa ac— & clamabat Boh, Bah, 
tanquam Leo, 

e/£g. O mirum ! tota trepido 

Eu, Mecaſtor, color verticur, Clamabar 
tanquam Leo-—-pzrge P/ecas. 

P/. Nos omnes 11!ico tugere. 

Eu, Tun' ergo aderas? 

P/. Non, #1 placet, Sed Ha fuir quam 
novi familtaris mea Philocomafium. 

Eu. O, jam intelligo Pſecas, perge porro. 

P/. Alterum fuiffe dxxc Tam fimnlem viri, 
quam Aqua aquz tfimilis eft. Et erat nudum 
totum Corpus, 

Eu. Totum 2 O Venus! Multum, me- 
caſtor, cupio videre 1iſtos Cacodzmones. 

P/. Imo {1 magis noveris Eucomiſſa, magis 
cuperes : Nam habuie—ha, ha, hz, nequzo 
cogitans quin rideam. 

Eu. Quid habuit Pſecas ? 

P/. Non intelligis ? habuit —— 

Es. Quid ? Eloquere. 

Pf. Tam magnam rem —— Nos omnes 
admirart 1llico. 

Ag. Protecto hic ipſe*ſt Cacodzmon, 
Eucomſſa, quem dixitibt Vidifle me fecun- 


Es, Nulline Cacodzmones nocentiores 
iſtis Pſecas ? 
P/. Imo ſunt omnium generum : nam 


| quidam latent Sub ſpecie nigri fehs cum 


{ex . pedibus. Quidam ſub Veſpertihonis, 
aliorumq, etiam animalium, Imo novi qui 
ambulance per no&tem induti fndone. Arq, 
inde evenire {olet cot quod inſamanc vigiles 
Cum Curatoribus pacis, Demerguat fe al:- 
quandoin ganeum, Atg, illic no&tetora pre 
timore combibunr. Poſt caenam, {1 place, 
plura de re iſthac diſpurabimus. 

Eu, Nunc eamus viſere ſpectra. 

eg. Viden' quis adeſt Excon(/a ? 

Eu, Mallem fpe&ra : fed fortatlis hic eſt 
ex corum monſtrorum numero. 


Scena Sexta. 


Calliphanes Pater, Calliphaves Fils: 
SEnylio, Eucomiſſa, &c. 


eEp. SiCcine tib1 pro ridiculo &ft, cui 
nuptura es brev1? 

Es, Citius mecaſtor nubam Cacodzmo- 
m1, quem dixit Pſecas Tam vir: familem.. 

e£g. At ego neJovem prxtero in le te- 
rentem precium fine quo Jupiter nihil eſt. 

Cal. p. Bombardomachides (alve 5 huc te 
faluratum advenimus. # 
7-2 


_ 


Bow. 
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: N anfragium Foculare. 


Bom. Gratias: ſed multus animo occur- 
ſat dolor, En alta muri decora, & conge- 
ſtas trabes, Ut omnis late ſplendert infelix 
domus! Quicunque regno fidit, & magna 
potens Dominatar aula, nec leves metutt 
Deos Me videat & te Domus. 

Cal. p. Quid ait e/£mylio ? 

£m, Nempe quia ſpe&rorum plena eſt, 
id doſet. 

Cal.p. SpeArorum ? ubi ſunt? [ utitwr ſpec. 
Nulla hic video « £mylio. 

e/Em. At intus pores fine quatuor oculis. 

Cal. f. $1 ita eſt Pater, utantur noſtra 
domo: ſupereſt illic locus. 

Cal. p. Nunquam vidi melius conhhum 
dariz quid tu Bombardomachides ? Potes 1bi 
; pit fhiltam tuam huic noſtro nuptum 

are. 

Bom, Confilium bonum eſt, animoque 
arridet meo. | 
Cal. f. Sed ubi eſt Virgo? reliquiſtin' 
ruri ? 
Bom, Szpe reſpicias; ſzpe, quod quzras, 
adeſt. 
Cal. f. Latere miror poſſe tam diu fidera. 
[ Oſculatur. 
Rediiſſe ſalvas gaudeo, & meum timul 
Hunc eſſe reditum credo, nam vobiſcum 
abfui : Condonate Amore cxco, vos f1 con: 
ſpex1 minus. 

Eu, Si nunquam conſpicias poſtea lu- 
benter tamen condonabimus, Milſericordes 
omnes {umus natura mulieres. 

Eg. Amore czcus es Calliphanes ? imo 


oculis nimium vales, Quod nec eſt, nec | 


futurum eſt vides, cum nos appelles f1dera. 

Cal. f.lImo: gle verum dix1! nam lifcceli 
facibus Formoſum nondum nomen impone- 
retur ſiderum, Propter fimilitudinem quan- 
dam veſtrum 1d jam nanciſci poterant. 

P/. O Diana! toto corde amo has con- 
fabulatiunculas. = 

Bom; Calhipbanes, oculis nil tale objetum 
eſt meis, Pedibus quanquam cuncta concul. 
cavi loca Aſrzq,, Europzq,, Americz atq, 
Africe, Aliaſque terrz partes quas taceo 
{ciens. 

Cal. p. Memim idem accidere olim cum 
eſlem puer, Anno abhinc—hum—Gram- 
maticz tum operam ded Anno—hum ! 
quinquageſimo ſecunda—hum? non con- 
venit numer us, O—quinquageſimo tertio— 
is profe&o annus cit. 

Es. Licetne, Pater, videre has umbras, 
& malos Gemos ? 

Bom. \idere ? nata, non timeo ; fac ut 
yoles. 

Eu. Aperi {15 oſtium e£mylio, 

e/£m, Perii in perpetuum modum, 'Ni- 


m10 nimis metuo ut (int 1ſti probi Cacode- 
mones. Sane es? credin' illos aſpe&ui tuo 
objici perperam ? 
Ev, Num loquuntur ? 
e/Em. Satis id quidem * ſed horrendum 
in modum, Cave {15 ne animam agas. 
Eu. Diſputabit cum illis Pſecaz. 
P/. Parata ſum ſatis eAfmylio, ante hoc 
tempor1s diſputavi cum Dxmone- 
Em. Scio te bona efle voce : proculdu- 
bio illum obrues, Si tympana, bombardas 
tubas & tintinnabula oris tu1 afferas, 
P/. Ttane me accipis indignis modis 2 
nunquid criſtas erigis De ills veſtiment:s ? 
amabo, unde habes, mi eEmylis. 
e/Em. Pi\h, dicam tibi cum fit otium. 
Quid ais Calliphanes ? 
Cal. f. Ubi clavis? cedo mihi fic. 
Cal p. Quid ſtas Japis? quin aperis ? 
e/Em, ii te filicernium— Unum pedem 
in Charontis cymba habet ({ecum) Ec al- 
tero tamen ambulat. 
Ex. Oh! .non audis malos Genios ? 
Bom, Ha' 
Cal f. Nihil eſt : crepuerunt fores. 
e/£g. Crepuerunt ? O ſordidas fores, 
Dm. Oho, oho, oho, Urite, fundite, 
rundite, vertite domum. [ Suprg, 
Sn Oho, oh--yalcte : & timeatis n1- 
7 


Eu. Quo abis Pater ? 
Bom. \/idere non ſuſtineo tot timidos f1- 
mul. [ Exit Bomb, 

Eu. O Deas! hxc illa Leonis vox elt, 
Pſecas. 

Eg Abeamus obſecro, Calliphanes. 

Gno. Fle&ere ſ1 nequeam ſuperos, Ache- 
ronta movebo, [ [ubt, 

Cal, f. O Poeticum Dzmon ! 

e£p. Eſt furiolhiflimnus omnium procu!- 
dubio. 

Cal.p.Mira ſunt : nunquam viditale gud, 
nif1 anno abhinc quinquagetmotertio. 
Mor. O! profecto ſum in Barathro. 

| /ubter: 


3 


Ex. O Pſecas, quad faciam ? 

P/ſ. Quid? faciam periculum im diſputa- 
tione. Quodnam eſt tibi nomen Dxmon *? 

e/Em, ltane inepte ſtulta es ? cave ne te 
rapiac in maxiumam malam crucem. 

Pſ. Mene ? non audet : ego illi oculos 
effodiam Carnihci, 

Gno. Zsd mT, idyI4v wedeor, xydsr, WASH; 
Kat map, x jatic, xy of vos 999% xa(0v 7H, 
"Tus wegmveyt £54. 

?{. lmmo eli loquaris Hebraice, Ego 
bene intelh1go. 

Em. Abi ſis ſtulta: Gracum & hcc tid). 


Dim. Oho meretrix ! 
P[. 


N anfragium Focular e, 


tg! 


P/. O ſcelus! ego introibo: ne me de: 
tine. Involabo in faciem illi : Egon' mere 
trix appellabor 4 malo Genio? Mentiris 
Cacodzxmon, mentiris. 

Am, Medius fidius haxc mulier Cacodz: 
mon eft, 

e/E£g. O Venus! nihilne vides Excomiſſa ? 

Ev. Maxime : ubi eſt ? 

e/Ep, Ingentem, nigrum Urſum ! 

Fu. Proh Deos immortales ! cum cauda 
lgnea. 

Cal.f. Ubieſt ? ego nihil plane, 

£m, Nihil? circumſpice: ut ſcintillant 
ocul1! Pſecas cave malum : nam te devora- 
turus proculdubio huc venit. 

P/. Oh! 


— 


Ca/. p. Quid aiunt e/Emylio ? 

e/Em. Ingentem belluam illic-—- vide 
modo. 

Cal. p. Ubi ſunt ſpecularia mea ? Oh n1{" 
fallor Leopardus eſt. Quid hoc monſtci ? 
Gaate abeamus, precatum Dceos. 

Din. Occidam, jugulabo, interficiam, 
capiam, rapiam omnes 1llico. [ Sonirus ſup 

Ex. O e/Fgle! cedo manum & tngiamus 

[ Exeunt,' 
[ Infra ſonant Catenz.]) 

Em. Ha, ha, hz, deſcende ut te exo'(- 
culer bone Cacoodzmon. [ Exit. 

Din. Vemio: urine, fundite, fundice, cx- 
dite, vertite, &c, [ Deſcendu. 


tt 


AGE4iUS IT ERILTUS 


Scena Prima. 


e/Emylio, Dinon, 


Am, A GE, incipe Dinon- 
Din Non, non : exemplum 
2 te capiam. 


I. 


Em; Purgate cerebrum, Medici O inſani, 
Nec fitis amplius Adortis Publicani, 
Ob bominum peccata Orbi 
Vos primum miſſi, poſtea morbi. 
Dottrma cepit agrotare, 
Er Seſe woluit expurgare : 
Tum wveftrum quidam womitu per ora 
Exiftis, quidam per Poſteriora : 
Sic natos, wia eft imventa, 
Ut vos nutrirent Excrementa. 
Nos melius bomines evacuamus, 
Et loce/is Clyſttrium damus. 


Am. O ſacram rem | [cientia talis 
Dicenda eſt [ola Liberalis. 
II. 
Din. Sartores legum, ſtentorumque natio, 


Fam wobis longa fatta eſt Vacatio, 
Veſtri parentes !uigarunt 
Tunc cum v0jmet generarunt, 
O wos miſeros fi uxores 
Similis weſtri eſſent oris ! 

At ſuos mnlte Clientes babuerunt 

Tunc veſtras cat[as alii egerunt. 
Rette nam nulli velint haberi 
Cauſidicorum filii veri, 


fam wobis fallere Lege ne ſit cure, 
Sed fallite nobifcum Fure. 
O [acram rem\ &c. 


III, 


Am. 


Am. Friget inter ignes ars tua, Alchymiſta, 
Argentum, nifi vrvuum, non babet ſta, 
Cum qui ſunt & qui fuerunt 
Omnes Philoſophi eguerunt. 
Duem fore reris druitem 
Per Philoſophicum lapidems ? 
Huc adfis, hic ex lapide lucrum capis : 
Quid aliud ftultus niſi Philoſophi lapis * 
Hemc ſapiens coquet, diftillabi, 
Plumbeus licet, aurum dabit. 
Quid ex ſyderibus queris curſum Fati ? 
Prudentium gratis ſtulti nati. 


O ſacram rem ! &&#c. 


IV. 


Am. 


Prateritorum, Mathbematici, Vates, 
Lui preter barbam nihil jam alatis, 
Queis celum creditur magis notum, 
Quam Deo, qui 1d fecit totums 
Qui illud tam ſe putant ſcire 
Illuc ut recuſent ire. 
Vos, a ſecretis [yderum — 
Em. Aufer te ocyus mathematice, nat 
adeſt Bombard 
Din. Opportune ; nam herere ccepit Car- 
men— 5cientia talis 
Dicenda eſt ſola Liberaliz. [ Exit. 
Scend 


Din. 


14.2 


 Nauſragimt Tocmlare. 


Scena Secunda. 
Bombardomachides. 


Bom. eAmylio. 

Am, Hem ! 

Bom. Quis fomnus aures, quis vapor 
claudic tuas ? eAmylio, rurſus voce non 
DAarca tono. we 

eAim. Ec ego rurſus tono. Hem tib1. 

Bom. Opaca linquens Ditis inferni loca 
Nigri profundo Tartari emiſſus ſpecu, In- 
ceitus utras oderit ſedes magls. 

Em, Quam longum eſt iter ad id quod 
vis. Miht herc!e viatico uſus eſt. 

Bom, Quid' dicis ? audax Dzmon (O 
audax nimis) Noſtros cruentus occupat 
{erpens Lares, Hic regnat, immo hic, 
regnet at nolo diu. 

Em. Scilicet 3 & hoc vis me ut ſciam, 
Qui primus 1d locutus tib1 ſum. | 

Bum. Locntus? at quam parum id 2 hic 

tonitru pares, 
Hic fulminantes ſtringere jambos decet. 
Quis O Cothurnis mille ſat clarum boet 2? 
e/£m, Mcehercule cothurnorum mille 
jam inſtar habuiſti pulchre. 
Bom. Eſt intus (virurne dicam, an po- 


_ tus Deum) : 
QuiquE evocavit nubjbus ficcis aquas, 
Egitque ad imum maria. Oceanus graves 


Interius undas zftibus victis dedir. 
Pariterque mundus lege contusa ztheris 
Et Solem & Afﬀtra vidit. 
e/Em, Orationem compendiface ; {cio 
quid fequitur, 
Er vetitum mare tetigiſtis urſz, Tempo: 
rum flexz vices, &Cc. 
Nempe hic polt tot ambages tandem ex- 
orciſta eſt. 
Bom. Hic monitra tanta voce terrebit 
ſua, 
e/£m. Prohibeflint Super, cave ne com: 
mittas tandem, 
Ut male dicicetur tib1 in ſermone publico, 
$i cum 1ſtarum operarum homine negoti- 
um contrahas, 
Bom, Mutire de me Fama non audet ; 
tace. 
e/Em. At metuo fame tux, uti me par 
eſt facere : Ubi is eſt 2 
Bom, Mox moxq, nobis aderit; hoc len- 
tum eſt ; Adeit ; 
Parum eſt & hoc, quin, Adfuit — Glaves 
mihi. 
Aim, Quamobrem 2 
Bom, I!lis 1&tu noſter his cardo ſrepet ; 


| Xdeſq, viſet—Verba compeſcas miſzr, 


| 


—— 
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Peribis, at quid dixerim ? infelix Pers, 
em, O quantum eft deorum, quid me 
jam fier denique ! 
[tane tantum facinus tam infigniter in tg 
admittere ? 
Ten' claves ferre ? Etherias prius 
Pertundet Ar&os Pontus, 8 Siculi rapax 
Conſtert zſtus unda, & lonio leges 
Matura pelago ſurget, uti mods pulcherri- 
me 
Dixiſti : I prz, ſequor, ſubſequor te. 
Bom. Cum rea dicis, laudo confilium 
placet. 
e £m, Quoties hzc res in nervum pens 
erupit ! bona machina 
Quam nequiter expetivit! 


Scena Tertia, 


Dinon, 


O Dinon audiſtin' nos nullos eſſe ? 
Din. Auſcultavi ab oftio omnia ; Dii te 
infelicitent cum cantionibus, 
Hoc eſt {ci}icer ante Vitoriam Encomium 
canere. 
Perdidiſti nos planiflime. O [acram rem ! 
 Scientia talis 
Dicenda eſt ſola Liberalis, 
ille 
Cuyus vox, tanquam Galli multo mane, 


perterret adeo Cacodzmones ? 
e Em, Modo. 


Din. Modo ? 
£m. Modo: jam, & veniet hercle non 
1ngratiis me1s. 
Din. Sed enim quid de Captivis ? 
Em. Manta modo: iſthuc ibam. 
Nam nova atque elegans fallacia numero 
mii 1n mentem fuit. 
Abi ſane, educ legiones tuas, traduce pro” 
pere ad proximum. 
Din, Nempe in quem finem 2? 
£m. lllic (noſtin'!) ſcholam aliquam 
aperiant, 
Aliquid aliquos doceant ; ejus rei fructus 
longe uberrimu'ſt, 
Nam & ab eorum oculis concedent, & 
quzſtum ram ingentem tacient, 
Ut brev1 ſe captos redimant prizſenti pe- 
cunia. | 
Modo aliquid micum proficeantur, & uſt: 
tatum minus. 
Din. Quid (1 literas? 
£m, Pol iftud nunc dierum inuſitatum 
ſatis. 
Sed quis eas gratis dilcet, tantum, ut det 
mercedem, abelt ? 


Quando aderit 


Din. 


Nanfravi um Focular I 


Din. Cheiromantiam, Phyſtognomom- 
am aut aliquid ejuſmodi ? 
Em. Ormnes jam 1llas technas deſpica- 
eas habent ac nihili 
Niſt forte puer, vapulabit necne, exquiſi- 
eum eat, 
Aut Ancilla, quot maritis ac quibus nupta 
{1t fucura. 
Din. Quid tandem ? 
e/£919, Dicam. Omnes nunc homines 
videri volunt 
Faceti atque elegantuli ; ad eam rem quo» 
vis pato attectant viam ; 
Novi qui amicos, qui vitam amittere, quam 
jocum malunt, 
Ita r1ſum, captant, & habent quod volunt, 
nam mehercle ſunt ridiculli ; 
Eadem hac ſcabie laborat Gelaſims, ut qui 
max1ime, | 
Din. Vis Itaque illos profiteri Jocandi 
Artem? 
e/Em, Tenes. 
Dis. At enim commovere riſum neque- 
unt, nif1 deridendos ſe propinent. 
e/fm, Ree : hoc eſt jocari nunc die- 
rum, przterea quis eſt qui nequic 
In cognatione verborum, & fampachia que 
dam Judere ? 
Quot vocabula ad ſutorem pertinent, quaſ! 
deſtinata hujuſmodi ſalibus ? 
Ea habeat in mundo omnia. Quot autem 
ad Philoſophum ? 
Ars Przdicabile, Arbor Porphyriana, Pre: 
dicamentalis (cala, 
Converſio, Fallacia, Major, Minor, -Bar- 
bara, Caxlare. 
Celarenc, Ferio, Feſtino, ſic tollo, Ditum 
{1mplicier, 
Secundum quid, Diſputo ad Hominem, 
Reduplicavs, &%. 
Nam ad Conclufionem venio, Termino- 
rum hic uſus optimus elt. 
Nam cum offendas eos in Authoribus, ju- 
rabis non eſle ſcripcos ſerio, 
Commoda ſunt & Authorum quorundam 
nomina Ramus, Scotus, Faber, 
Toſtatus, Suareſhus, Naſo, Tranquillus, 
Sueconius, Tacitus, &c. 
Bom. e/A&mylio. [ int ws. ] 
Em. Me vocat, illico. Quid dixi? oh ! 
eſt al1ud genus falis. 
Detidere omnes mortales : parata {int (nam 
yacua pudet efic pugillaria) 
Scommata in omne genus hominum ; ſed 
hi joci conftiitunt plurumum 
In ridendo clare, in contrahendo naſum, 
& induendo jocularem faciem. 
Barba quoque mirum in modum utilis eſt, 
{i attrectant bene, 
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Aliquando etiam jurent ornamenti gratis, 
ſed Dit bona ! 

(Pene excidit mihi) mercede conducant 
aliquos 

Qui domi faRitent, aliquos.qui eant peti- 
tum foras, 

Ex Conviviis, Diſputationibus, Comcediis, 

| Concionibus, 

Aliquos etiam qui excribant, nam venales 
habere debent 

Seniles, juveniles, viriles, muliebres, Gene- 
rofos jocos, 

Hxc & fimilia doce illos, abi fis ; fac offi 
cium ; fed audin'? 

Adeſto illis ſemper, ne liberati in pedes ſe 
conjiciant, Quo ego jam faciam. 

Din. Effte&tum dabo; Jocandi artem ? 
ha, ha, ha! O miram rem! Scientia tals 
Dicenda eſt ſola Liberalis. [ Exeunt. | 


Scena Quarta. 
Calliphanes Pater, Calliphanes Filius. 


Cal. p. Itane obſtinate operam das facers 
me advorſum omma ? 
Ego iſtuc ztaris obſequens obedienſq, eram 
1mperio Parris, 
In mare ibam, rem familiarem augebam 
lucro, 
Ten' virginem liberali facie nolle in uxa- 
rem ducere, 
Cui, tantum dotis dium eſt ? 
Cal. f. At hodie, Pater ? 
Cal. p Eja! quam elegans! cras etiam 
dices, Athodie Pater ? 
Cal. f. At vetant Mathematici infauſts 
hac luce adornari nuptias. 
Cal. p. Peritt, religioſus eſt ; jamne pa- 
ecrifſas Callipbanes, 
Pudet tui, pigetque. 
Cal. f. At zxgrotus ſum, non valeo, pater. 
Cal. p. Imo non zgrotus jam, ſed male 
habes Callphanes. 
Si animus ib1 efſet— & quidni fic 2 
Cal. f. Praterea —— 

Cal. p. Age, quid prxterea ? | 
| Cal f. Nihileſt parati; folitudo in zdi- 
bus; heccine conveniunt nuptiis ? 

Cal. p. Nempe 1d de induſtria ; volumus 
iſthoc Gne tumultu peragi- 
Ut ne tanti fiant ſumptus, tamg, in nullam 
rem utibiles. 
Quid fb1 volunt Hymzneum 8& cantiun- 
culx ? quaſi tu nequeas 
[re cubitum, & dare operam liberis fine 
auxilio fidicinis. ; 
Proin tu & illa hanc rem quaſi injuſſu no- 
ſtro, tacits agits» ” 
Nift 
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Niſi forte eAfmylione, & eAgle arbitris. 
Cal, f. cAgle? maxime. 
Cal.p. Abi modo, atq, more mihi gere. 
Cal, f. Quid {1 nonvule pater ? 
Cal. p. Nequicquam nonyvule ; ita illam 
intus admonult pater. 
Aggredere illam amatorio morez Ah! E- 
g0 1ſthuc ztatt —— | 
Sequere me fis intro; Audin'? nift quod 
imperavi1 facis | 
Patrem me efle fenties, atque iratum ex 
lent; dixi Calliphanes. 
Dit boni, quanta eſt prudentia, moderari 
poſſe filio in hunc modum ! [ Exeunt.] 


Scena Quinta, 


e/Emylio, Pſecas. 
P/. Quid ais e£mylio ? amabo audiſtin' 


adhuc 

De nova Schola? Diiveſtram fidem! rem 
lepidam :; | 

Vehementer cupto illam videre, & pert 
clum facere 

Quid in jocis poſlint, ſentient quz mulier 
fiem. 

Non metuo ſane, ut poſteriores feram. 

Audiſtin* quam fortiter diſputabam modo 
cum Dzmone. 

Ne verbum quidem habuit, quo reſponde- 
ret mihi. 

e Em. Plus vocem credo tuam , quam 

Templi Campanz odit, 

Aut Concionatoris ruſtici, qui illum Leo- 
nem vocat. 

Nunquam tuam audebit auferre ſecum ani- 
mam 

(Licet ſuam eſſe noverit) quia potentia 

Tantum Jloquendi illic manere dicitur. 

P/. Meritiflimo tuo te eximium habeo, 

ita lepide loqueris. 

gh = ag tacile patiar, f1ſthoc fiat mo- 

0: 


Donabo te ob hos lepores, ut mihi oſculum 
feras. 
e-£m. Si me neceſle eſt hercle hoc pacto 
remunerarier, 
Abhorrentem feceris brevi a facetiis omni- 
bus; | 
Sed auferamus ridiculatia. Vin' tu fortunata 
fieri ? 
P[. Equidem cupio; eth infelix non ſum, 
Dis gratias. 
Em, Fac induas regillam induculam, 
fac gemmis ſplendeas, 
Et filiam te eſſe ſimules Bombardomachidis. 
P/. Cupio 1d mecaſtor 3 ſed erro quam 
infiſtas viam. 


Om — 


e/Em. Gelaſimus hic in proximo vengit 
Jocos 
Hzres ditiflimus, atque uti efſ> tales {olent 
Merus ſtipes, huncce hominem admutilar; 
pervelim. 
ltaque hodie inter te atque illum nuptias cy. 
pio facere. 
P/. Nuptias ? ha, ha, hz! mecaſtor fa. 
cinus lepidum ! 
e/£m, SiC tu tibi divitias facies, atque il. 
lum pro arbitrio reges, 
Multoque tum Jiberius amare licet quem- 
piam 
Quam nunc licet : ut voles eris: Ile, Vir 
bonus, 
Aut ignorabit prorsus, aut ad calicem dor- 
miet vigilans. 
Pſ. Scioz nam cum facta ero Heroina 
nobilis ; 
Aquum eſt obleQare memet illo more Au- 
I1co, 
e£mylio, Tumme viſes aliquando, tui im- 
memor 
Non committam ego ut ſtem. 
e/Em, S2d properato opu' eſt. 
Para te ocyus; epote producam illuc, 
Pſecas, infifſte hoc negotium ſapienter & 
CcautC. 
Nam nift fedulo fingas, quaſi animum illi - 
adjecer1s, 
Nihil agis. 
P/. Piſh! potin* ut moleſtus ne fies ? 
An docenda ſum hoc ztatis ineſcare homi- 
nes? 
Ego vel te /Emylio, captare poteram: abi. 
Ne {15 in expecatione mihi, cum parata ſim. 
Quieſcas cztera. 
Em. Imo non metuo, ut fis ſatis mala, 
Te magiſtram queram mihi , unquam hf 
defecero. 
P/. Docebo equidem libenter ; quod pol- 
ſum: Abi modo [ Exit «Em. | 
Nubam ſane non gravate, ſed nunquam 
hil10. 
Me gravidam faciet, ad hanc rem alius 
Iliius tungetur vicez ne natus ex me liet, 
Mihi qui tit dedecori, atque ingento men 
E xt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Gnomicus, Gelaſimus, Marion. 
( Schola aperitur.) 


Gno. M. T. Cicero, Oratorum omnum 
Coryphzus ( Quo verbo 1pſe uſust) De 
Orar. ſecundo libro, 
Quem oculis mei plus amo, Artem negavic 
elle Salis. 


Erravit; 


Naufraginm Foculare. 


Erravit z Ciceronem ſemper ego exiſti- 
mavi hominem. 
Gel. Piſh! Cicero falein non habuit ; 
quiſquamne de tot vocabulis 
Figurarum & Troporum nullum unguam 
faceret jocum 2 
Poteram hercle ego ab Aurora ad hoc 
quod eſt diet 
Ah Metaphora, bonum es verbum: & le: 
pores hercle huju{mod1 
Fx Academici le&oris oratione colleos 
habemus plurimos. 
O Dit boni! jocum pulchertmum ex(ſcrip- 
{mus in Tullum 
Qui nudius quartus in Sholis publics di- 
ctus eſt proximz Academiz, 
Legain vobis — [ aſcendit in cathed. | 
Gno. Sed ferox nimium ne f1s in Cice- 
ronem nolſtrum, 
Nam erat Eloquentiz Pater. | 
Gel, Quid hoc? oh—Jocus magnus in 
Prztoris oppidani cornua — novi— 


[ querit pagina. | 
Jocus in militem male veititum An 
oſtenderunt terga? — oh 


Hic exemptus'ſt ex meis pugillaribus-—& 
certs magnus eſt— hum ! v2 

Quid hoc? Ex declamationibus publicis 
nono die Novembris unus jocus, 

Sex demi-Jocti & tres egregiz {ententix, 
Oh! memini — Joct ſacr1 

Erpia Hilaria—nunquam hzc vendemus — 

Oh ——1jam inven Jocus magnus in 
Ciceronem. 

Gn. Lege 3 arreiſque auribus aſto. 
Gel. (legit,) Ciceronis nomen vanum, 
Abeat nunc in Tulliana, & poteſt converti 
Ad laudeim Ciceronts in hanc modum -— 
Cicero Oratorum Coryphzus elt. 

Mor. Tutor hoc tuum eſt verbum. 

Gel. Cxteri abeant in Tullanum. 

Gu. Optime ! nam eſt Jocus in carcere, 

quod Tullianum appeliatur. 

Mor. Ha ha, he! 

Gel. Quid rides ? 

Mor. iJa, ha, hz: Abeat in Tullianum? 

ha, ha. 

Gel. Hoc dictum in utramque partem ac- 
cipi potzſt, eſt jocus ambidexter, Ib1 ego 
Obiter facetus ſum; audin Tutor ? Mors- 

on (cribe iſthoc, 

Mor, Maxime. 

Gs. Hem! funtne in mundo omnia ? 

Gel. Sunt in orbe terrarum : Ibi nerum : 

Ludo Tutor, in ditum tuum. 
Mor. Joc : jo-— jocus -— Eſtne Ge- 


> 


laſime cum, g, 0, vel cum 1,02 
Gel. cum 4, 9: Scripliſtin'? 
Mor, Ita credo. 
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Gel. Repete: Mor, Dexter eſt 
Ambo—— joci. Gel. O ſcelus! eſt jocus 
ambidexter, cedo calamum. 
Mor. Maxime: 1n idem redic, Scripli 
valde bene Tutor. 
G»s, Immo : inſanum bene, ut Comice 
loquar : Ibi ego Gelaſime 
Gel, At male vereor ne hoc non de gra- 
vitate mea detrahart. 
Non, non, iph1 DoRores jocantur in his re- 
gionibus, 
In condemnatos falft ſunt ipſi Judices, 
Dormiant, capite annuunt & 1lle Judicia- 
lis jocus eſt; 
Generoſ1 jocis ſolyunt Creditoribus. 
Hic homines omnia joco. Promittunt joco. 
Jaco jurant, joco fallunt: rem agunt divi- 
nam Joco, 
Pzne dix1, vivunt joco:tanti jocantur ſerio. 
Gn, Atque ego ita faciam : fi canimus 
{ylvas, (ylvz fint Conſule dignz. 
Gel. Morjon, vidi ecqui licitatores prope 
{1nt: an proſpectus eſt ſterilis? 
Mor, Joci, novi joci, optimi nov1 joct, 
quis emit novos jocos ? 
Gno, Nullos ne nundinatus es modo ? 
hic dies (celeſtus eſt 
(Ut utar Comici phraſe) divendendis jocis. 
Gel. Mox dabit nobis grandes bolos : ita 
ſupercilium falit. 
Non ſum ob nihilum tam ingenioſus hodis, 
Nunquid ceſſavi hoc mane lucri facere ? 
Vendidi modo mulieri, neſcio cui, duos 
12Cos. 
In Papam Fohannam, quos miſſuram aie- 
bat (eſe 
Ad eletum fratrem ſuum fidelem paſto- 
remin Angha, 
Unum etiam aur alterum de Clavibus & 
Corona triplict. 
Gno, Quanti emu ? 
Gel. Unis drachmis in jocos fingulos. 
Sed corollaritloco voluit fibiunum dari. 
Dem1 jocum in Bellarminum: itaque 
dedi, Mentiris Bellarmine, 
Gno. Bene habet; Capram cxleſtem 0o- 
rientem conſpeximus 
Id eſt, Beati ſumus. Teſte Eraſmo Roter- 
damo in Adagiis. Ecquid aliud ? 
Gel. Przſtinavic etiam Juſticiarius qui- 
dam quatuor jocos, 
In honorem Legis; & 
tentias, 
Quas in cena dituru'ſt, cum vicinos quo- 
eannis accipit 
Cliencum alitibus. Venit poſt illa Jeſuica ali- 
quis, | 
(Quantum conjeRuram capio, nam orna- 


ſex 1ngenioſas ſen- 


tus erat bafilicum in modum_) 
'Eet 


-» 
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ti 


Et pecuniam in anteceſſum dedit, ut ſibi | 


facerem | - 
Salſum & -ingenioſum Dialogum inter 
Lutherum & Diabolum- 
Omitrto reliquos TL 
Mor Pax? ft! adeſt emptor: quid vis 
tibi Domine : 
Novos jocos, optimos novos Jocos: 


Scena Septima. 
Tuvenis Academicm. 


Acad. Vellem mihi dari Archididaſca- 
jum hujus ſcholz. 
Mor. Dari? non, non ; habebis, {1 vis 
emere tib1. 
Ac. Quis eſt Archididaſcalus? 
Mor, Ego ſum Moron. | 
Ac, Sed illum conventum cupito. 
Mor. Non me cups ? 
Egopolſum jocart aliquando. ' 
Gel. Meorion, ex(cribe {15 
Hanc paginam. 
Mor. Totam ? vis, credo, vitam meam 
interimere. 59 
Gno. Juvenis, eccum me przſto tibi. Co- 
ram, quem quzritis, adſum 
Trojus AXneas. 
Ac. $1 Fneas tibi nomen fit, alium volo. 
Gno. Non: ſed loquor cum Poeta : is 
\ ſum, quid veniſt: Joquere. 
Ac. Muneris noſtri eſt moderar: inter 
diſputantes in ſcholis publicis 
Gno. O? Agonotheta es, am T2«ay & 
ww nam fic doi vocant. 
Ac, Facetus videre vehm ; tantam li- 
benter dabo 
Mercedem, quantam ali ſolent, eodem 
qui officio fun@i ſunt. 
Gel. Rete: nam 1 argumenta non po- 
tes, folvenda eſt pecunia. 
Audin\quz dixi? Moron ſcribe hoc {is ocyus. 
Mor. Dii te perdant, 
Credo te jocari ſolitum fuiſſe in utero 
Matr1s, 
Atque ita ſemper facis, mihi ut faceſſas 1n 
ſcribendo negotium. 
Gel. Memento tamen, Juvenis, in quo 
{1s loco. 
Ingeaioſus efſe non des nimis. 
Nullumne adhuc habes in parato joculum ? 
Ac. Nullum equidem przter, fatisfeciſt1 
officio tuo. 
Mor. A—r — ar —a — 1gui——O 
jam habeo— 
Ac. An bonam habetis copiam philoſo- 
phicorum ſalium ? 
Gel. Videbis: AMdorions cedo libellum de 


jocis Philoſophicis. 
Hem ! legam tib1 aliquos. 


Scena Oftava. 


Mulier. 


Mul, Quis intus eſt ? 
Mor. Quz hec mulier eſt? quid yi ? 
Ms. Tunees Magiſter Scholz ? 
Mer. Ego ſum: Ego: quid tua ? Ma. 
giſter 2 maxims8. 
Ms. Recede quzlo; eſt tibi quod in 
aurem dicam. Nupta ſum, f placer 
[mperito morum, & impur1 oris Viro, 
Qui me meretricem vocat; Meatirs dicir, 
& Canis Cs. 
Iraque ego emerse 1111 facetias volo, 
Mor, Nupta es 1mperito morum & im- 
pur1 oris Viro, clara Voce. | 
Qui te meretricem vocat: hc in aurern 
dicis mihi ? 
Non, non : quid f1dolus hic latet ? 
Gno, Mulier, adi 1s propitis. 
Ac. Ha, ha , hz! non abſtineo quin 
plaudam— accipe {1s pecuniam. 


| plaudit- manib.] 
Ob iſthoc credo diftum me ſuſtollent hu- 


meris. 

Gn. Cujus generis facetias vis ? 

Mut. Omnium, 1 placet, generum. 

Gn, Morion, cedo Pia hilaria, nunquam 
hac vendemus aliter. 

Mut. Non multa, fi placet, pia. 

Gno. Non,non,pauca pro Dio Dominico. 

Vin' etiam jocos generoſos? 

Ms. Quoſcunque tibi viſumR. 

Gn. Art aliqui laſciviſunr. 

Mul. Non refert, {1 ſint tantum aligui. 

[ndica, tacpretium': 

Gn, Non cari ſunt ſex minis, Tu vero 
quoniam pulchra es, & Pulchrior eſt 
virtus Veniens © Corpore pulchro, 

Sex (olidis feres. 

Mu. Accipe; Dit vos ſofpitent. 

Mor. Nunquam fic auferes ; aliquid mi- 
ht dabis. [ oſculater | Exit. 

Ac. Proteto, {1 unquam te in Acade- 
mia uſpiam viderim, 

Accipiam te opipare coctis prunis, & cer- 
vita primaria. 

Sed neceſſe eſt, ut confutationem Oratio- 
niscomponas mihi. 

Gel. Eftetum tibi dabo nunc jam ; mi- 
hi facile effluir. 

Morion, adeſdum, ſcribe, qux loquor ; pa- 
ratus es? 

Ac. Sedita componas oro, ut eadem con» 


futatione hac, Reſpondeam aliis Orati- 
onibus. Gel. 


— 


Nanfragium Toculare. 


Gel- Omnibus, (1 vis. 

Antequam ad Diſputationem deveniamus, 
ad aliqua tibi refſpondendum eſt, habuiſti 
icaque in veſtibulo Orationis tuz —. 
Mer. Quid? veſt veſtibulum — de- 

lectaris credo vocabulis 

Quz ſunt ſcriptu difficilia. 

Gel. Aliquid de meis Jaudibus, ſed pro- 
feto ingenue fateor me | 

Non meruifſe tantum de meis laudibus, 

Dixiſti porro —— 

Rixiſti porro, alliquid de Mari Philoſo- 

phico | 

Ac, Quid (1 non dicit ? 

Gel. Piſh, ne time: nunquam quiſquam 
omittet Mare Philoſophicum —— 

Sed video nullas hinc natas Veneres—ha ! 

Quid ais Juvenis ? 

Ac. Hum! hum! hum ! medius fidius 
pulchre. 

Gel. Dixiſti etiam quod—& tum 1n- 
terponas 111tus verba. 

Ae. Quzſo tu 1d facias; non poſſum 
quicquam 1nterponere. 

Gel. Bzne habet: non eſt opus; perge 
ad hunc modum, Cztera ex memoria 
dilapſa ſunt, iraque he— & tum Ac- 
Ccingas te ad dilputandum, ſcripliſtin' 
Morin ? 

Mor. Fere ; Dilapſa ſunt, itaque fic — 
& tum te accingas ad diſputandum, 

(legit. ] 

Gel. Piſh ; non oportuit ſcriptum —— 
& tum te accingas. 

Mor. Non ? f1gnificatum hoc oportuit | 
mih1 - —- ſed delebo ctamen. 

Ac. Nihil ſupia: O hf repetere poſlim 
cum ingeniolo tono, 

Gel. 1d facillmum eſt; audies Morio- 
nem, Moron, procede in medium. | 

Et lege Confutationem, uti ego te docui, 
Mor. Tun' me docuiſti? non ego na- 

tura fic loquor. 

Antequam ad Diſputationem deveniamus 

ad aliqua tibi ; 

Reſpondendum eſt , habuiſti 1raque 1n 

veſt — veſtibulo Orationis. 

Tuz aliquid de meis laudibus, ſed profeto 

ego ingenue fateor, | 

Me non merufſetantum de meis laudibus, 

dixiſt1 porro aliquid 

De mari Philoſophico, piſh ne time, nun- 

quam quilquam. _ 

Gel. Quid ? ſcriphitin* 1d ? dele, in- 

quaim OCyUs. | 
Mor. Quid ? non eſt jocus? delebon” 
ego jocum optimum ? bene, 1 vis 
| | deles.] 
Sed video nullas hinc natas Venena —— 


\ 


| 
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Gel.” Quid ? venena ? 5 
Mor. Maxime ; annon reRe 1d quidem ? 
Gel. Piſh! Veneres. 
Mor. Veneres? beneinidem redit? — 
Cztera ex memori dilapſa ſunt, 
[ecaque fic — 
Ac. Legit pol facetiflime: qui datur, 
tanti indica, 
Gel. Non cara'it aurocontra;z ſed foli- 
do tib1 deſtino. 
Mor. Non, non : ponam ego precium 
' ill, quia repetebam bene, 
Viden' has veſtes, joculares nimid nimis ? 
Dabis mihi ſubligacula. 
Ac, Hem tibi folidum — -adeſt pere- 
grinus 
Valete ; confutabo nunc omnes homines, 
quivuſcum loquor. [ Exit. ] 


Scena Nona. 


Bombardomachides, 


Gno. Adeſt alius: 
Quz regio in terris noſtri non plena la- 
boris ? 
Bom. Heus! ecquid iſt4 venditis jocos 
{chola ? 
Effare & 1ſtud pande, quodcunqueeſt mihi. 
Guo. Dicis vera quidem, veri cd gra- 
viora fide. 
Ut Ovidius in Tribus, quem librum 
compoluit 
Poſtquam in exilium miſſus eſt ab AuguF#o, 
Sed {ine me dicere tibi cum Poeta ; Dic 
nomen. 
Bom, Meumne neſcis nomen? O ingens 
ſcelus ! 
Dum terra ccelum media hibratum feret, 
Nitiduſque certas mundus evolvet vices, 
Numeruſque arenis deerit , haud nomen 
meum 
Latebit ullos. 
Gno. Hic homo (quantum video) non- 
dum Vairgilium legit. 
Nam eandem rem cum poeta quanto dix- 
iſlet melius. 
In freta dum fluvii current, dum montibus 
umbre 
Luſtrabunt , convexa polus dum ſydera 
paſcet, 
Semper honos, nomenque tuum, laudeſque 
manebuntr. 
Mer. Vix audio hercle ; Hem ! fortem 
me przſtabo. 


| Novos jocos, optimos novos jocos, enilne 


novos jocos ? 
Bom, Ain' carnufex ? 
Mor. Nihil, 075 nhil, 
2 


Mecum 


7 


— 


14.8 


 Nanfragi Un Forulare, 


Mecum ipſe loqui foleo 3 his homo non 
jocatur. ; 
Bom. In profligatas hoſtium turmas jo- 

cos Empturus argentum fero, argzntum 

bonum ; Minaſque quiſquis numerat, inve- 

niet duas. [ oſtendit pecan, | 

Mor. Ha ! ha! habeo! hen tibi jocum 
pulcherrimum. | 

Ad hunc modum hoftibus reſponde. Abite 

in Tuullianum, | 

Et ad laudem eorum convert! poteſt, {1 d1- 

cas modo — : 

Ne abeatis in Tullianum, ha, ha, he! 
Gel. Ecquid peſtis te tenet in Cicero- 

nem id oportet dictum, | 
Mor. Scio hoc, ſed aliis applicari facilc 
poteſt ; annon 

Locus eſt in carcere quod Tullianum ap- 

pellatur ? | 

Poſſum ego jocari ſatis in loco, diis gratias. 
Cel, Hem tibi ſales militares ! 

Gno. Alexander, ſeu Pellzusjuvenis 

Nunquam eſt locutus meliores, exempli 


as 


Rex, inquis, Macedonicus mihi ipſe dedit, 
Tum dicet aliquis, Quid dedit ? pecuniam ? 
ae facetflime, Tergum vel Poenas 
edit. 
Bom, Sed fac Iambi cunaa ut incedant 
pede, 
Efficias jam nunc, nam mox huc referam 
gradus, [Exir,] 
Gel. Fdipol nz commode proceſlimus 
lepide hoc officlum fungimur. : 
Mor. Pulchre nos inter nos congruimus 
ingenio(1 omnes ſumus, : 
Gno, Szvisinter ſe convenit urſis, ut Vir 
omni literarum genere cultiflimus, 
Gel. Hei! obruimur multitudine. Abite 
bellua eſtis multorum capitum, ; 
Ha, ha, ha! multorum capitum! ha ' ha! 
redite poſt prandium, 
Vos qui eſtis bellua multorum capitum. Ty. 
cor, eamus quzſo ad prandium. 
Gno. ReAc, nam, ut inquit Poeta, 
Ludit permiſtis ſobria Muſa jocis. 


gratia 


| [ Exeunt.] 


Scena 


Fs \ 


ACTUS QUARTUS. 


Prina. 


Calliphanes Filius, Fucomiſſa. 


Cal. F. Ms hominem invenuſtum ! 
Ex. O infortunatam me pu- 
ellulam! 
Cal. F.: Amare res liberrima eſt, Amare 
tamen cogor. 
Eu. Odifle res eſt liberrima, Odiſle ta- 
men vetor. 
Cal. Cur ſuperi, quam amemus eligunt, 
quacum vivamus Patres 7 
Ez. Cur Patres in corpora poteſtatem 
habent, in animos ſuper1 ? 
Cal. Adeſt Excomiſſa, al1quid e1 dicerem, 
ſed quid dicam neicio. 
Eucomiſſa 
Es, Quid ? 
Cal. Ne valeam, 1 verbum de nuptiis 
O Excomiſſa —— 
Ex. Quid ? fac me ut ſciam, fiquid vis. 
Cal. Egon ? nihul. 
Es. Cur vocaſti autem ? 
Cal. Immo tancum eft, Salva (1s! 
Et—aliud certe volo 11 ad audiendum adeſt 
benignitas, 
Es, Adeſt, (ed in pauca conferas. 


| Cal. Siquid unquam ego 

Ex. Exordia Calliphanes ? quaſi docilis 

reddenda ſim & begevola ? 
Ad rem vent. 

Cal, Verbo expediam, Vale. [Exir.] 

Es. Enimvero ad hoc audiendum adelt 
benignitas. Vale 

Nz ego infelix puella, tam ſuavem quz a- 
maſtum naca ſum ! 

Intemperiz hominem tenent, at Patrcm 
multo magis, 

| Qui huic me hodic nuptum terrico daret. 
O /Emylio, [ Cailipha, redit.] 

Tecum prenoue: elt ſolo, tt vivendum eit 
miht. 

Te Pater, tu me cepiſti, injuriam fortunz 
ultus es, 

Cal. Eucomiſla, ſalve, aliquid te roga- 
tum oportuit qua me propter huc ex- 
animatum reduxi tibt. 

Es. Satin' moleſtus tandem ? quzlo te 
ut {anus ſes. 

Cal, Prater jus xquumque oras, nam a- 
mare, & {ſimul ſapere, $ 

c 


—— 
. 


Nanfragium Focular e. 


—— 
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Ne deos quidem penes eſt, ſed Encomilla 
hodie 2? 
Eu. Aunt. 
Cal. Quid pater? 
Eu, Jubet, inſtat, urget. | 
Cal. it hodis nuptara es mihi, cras- me 
efteres. 
Et, Fallus es; nam {1 nubam hodie, ho 
die moriar. 
Cal. Epitaphium mihi ftet in Epithala- 
111 loco. 
Eu, Genialis mihi le&us ſepulchri-fun- 
getur VICE. 
Cal. Ob lepidum 1ſthocditum nunc de- 
mum places mihi. 
Nunc illud eſt, cum te hbenter pene in 
uxorem acciperem. 
Qtaam vox ſonabit blandum cum promi:- | 
tat tua, 
Quz tum, cum negat, ſuavis eſt ! 
Eu. Mecaſtor ego 
Vix jam a memet impetro, ut ne te amern, ! 
Cum te amari nolis itz amanter facis. | 
Cal. O amore omni dulcior content1o ! 


) 


I 


. 


| 


— 


Cal. Non, non, non 
volu1 dicere. | by 

Eu Afﬀiciain te hodie Caliiphanes, nuncio 
Iztabili, St e/£glen deperis, mutuum 
tecum facit. $36] 

Cal. Qnid ais? ah noli 'in ſpem fluxatr 
me conjicere. Men* e/#gle ? 


,ah quid feci ! aliam 


- 


Ex. Oculis plus, inquany; ſuis. | 
Cal. Deus " comk f1 iſthoc verum eſt, O 
Eucomiſſa, 
Cedo f15 manum mihi, at ſupplex cam ex- 
oſculer, 
Ne vivam, nit} ſemper te fect merit6 
maximam. 


Ev, Accerlas e/£Eglen, rem tibi Autho- 
rem . dabo. 


| Confilium una capiemus, - interea termpo- 


ris, Vale. 
Cal. Nuncilludeſt cum me =—— 
E«. Piſh, ſuperſede iſtis verbis, abi. 
Cal. Abeo--ſed Excomiſſa—bene: abeo. 
| [ Exit ] 
| Scena Secunia, 


e/Emylio, Eucomi(ſa. 


Eu, O omni pace jurgium optabilius! 
Czl. Sic ſui Turtures molliores Venere, 
Ec murmurant , & gemunt, & queruntur 
invicem- | 
Sed queſtus inter, gemitum, & murmur, 
amante. 
Es. Sic gratum noſtris furtum cum fat. 
auribus, 
Pax bellica inter chordas pughantes agitur, 
Concordant fimul, fimul & licigant fon, 
Cal, Per Venerem, Eucomilla, liberal: 
es ; {i daretur optio, 
Uxorem a Dus ipſis non peterem aliam. | 
At cztera, ſponte facimus, amamus fato. 
En, Gerundus igitur Fato, non Patri 
mos eſt. 
Cal. Ne valeam, cum contermplar fact- 
em, f1quicquam ſupra eſt, 
Tam lubrica frons eſt, oculorum ut ef- 
fandat aciem. 
Cincinni vinciendisanimis nati tibt. | 
Modeſtus genarum color, & qualem aliz 
A verecu ndia4 mutuantur, genaſque zmnu- 
lancur labia, | 
Abeamus, nam fi te cenſpexero diutius, 


e/Em, Fdipol nz hxc machina fucceſſio 
leptde ſub manus. | 
lea pane fecerunt omnia ad jocandi artem 
utilia. 
Accommodavit 1llis Dinon aliquid pecuniz 
| prz manu 
"Unde utantur, & nunc, credo aperuerunt 
Scholam. 
Es. Ha! adeſt, amorem meum non eſt 
ut! celem amplius. e/£mlio, adeſdum, 
paucis te volo, 
Em Eucomiſſa, ſalve. 
Eu e/Emylio, hodie nuptura ſum. 
e/Em, Dit vortant bene, 
Eu, Neque a Patre impetro, aliquot uti 
nuptus prodat ales. 
Eſtne hoc miferum 2? 
Em. Enimvero nihil prolixius. 
Nam eo citius virginem exues. 
Eu. Sed tace/£mylis, 
Tibi me nupturam, rem tantam negligen- 
ter adeo faceres? 


| De improviſo duceres ? 


Em. Utinan faceres periculum; 
Equidem nullis rebus prevorterem. 


Periero, Venena mellea in medullas ſer- 
punt, Vin'tes Eucomifla mihi in Uxorem 
dari ? 


Cupio,per Deos cupio, Eucomiſfa, loquere. | 


Sed ne concedas,cupio,ne concedas tamen. 


Ni duca,& difficilis maneas, me interficis.. 


Nam conceptis ego verbis jusjurandum 
ded1, | 
Uxorem, nil1 «Zglen —— 
Eu. e/Eglen, Calliphanes © 


Eu, Mcecaſtor, pone ita ele. 

Ego amo te, fed adverſum nos affirmat 

| Pater, 

| Quid enim ageres ? 

e£m. Quid? fiefſert centies pater, 

Glacomam ob ocalos objicerem, uti ne 

| quod yidet, videat. T 
thi 


wh 


— 


[raque primum rogo te, vin' -hodie m 
| nubere? 
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N aufragium-. Foculare. 


Eu. Volo; 
eAim. Lepide partes tuas agis : {ed da 
mihi firmatam fidem. 
Ev, Doteſtem Venerem. 
£m, Et Martem ego tib1 
Me hodie te ducturum, dita confirmemus 
ſuavio, {ai 
O feſtivum facinus! hercle vero jam nunc 
mihi ſerio uxor es. 
De ſuavium alterum, 
Eu Proh deorum fidem! os bominis! 
£m, Oſculandi pauſam faciam, {1 os 
non placet, 
Sed aliquid nou fiet, qua me propter ames 
merit0. 
Eu. Quin aufer te, inquam, ocytis, nem- 
pe quod dixi joc9 


pudens? 
Mecaſtor faxout ne impune in me inluſer1s. 
Unde iſthzc confidencia'ſt ? quz opes tr- 
bi? quz factio ? 
Servitutem ſervire te memineris captum 
manu. 
Em, Atenim liber natus ſum, ac fort1 
familia. 
Eu. Linguam comprime, 
Aut dicam Patri ut me in tricas conyicis. 
£m Iſte hercle exitus rem lepidam 
pervyortit male, 


Vale 1gitur, 11 vis, ad noyam ſcholam me 
conferam, 
Atque aliquos emam jocos in iracundam 
Virginem; 
Eu, Quaminepte ſtulta ſum ! timeo, ut 
ſevera fuerim. 
Quid {1 revocem ? e/&»ylioredi, quid prx- 
ter morem 1ta 
Przterque ingenium tuum ea mali conſulis 


Quz jucunde dia ſunt? credin' me locu-| 
| | Calliphanes, gle, Eucomiſſa, Emylio, 


tam ſerio ? 
e/Em, Non, non, ſerio ? neque poſſe 
fominam arbitror. 
Eau. Cape {1s hunc annulumtibi, indig: 
num quo doneris dono. 
Si memoria nosexeidimus hic facito ut ſub- 
veniat tib1. 
e/£m. Annulum ? maxime, ſed jamne 
locuta es ſerio ? 
En. O eAmylio, {1 noſceres—8& quidni 
noſcas tamen ? 
e/Em. Quidn1 ? quia non ſum Oedipus: 
przter annulum mil intell1go. 
Eu. Adeone tardus es? facis haud con- 
ſ\uetudine. 
Quin, valtum legas, legas & ſuſpiria, 
Hanc ipſum legas anaulum ; ſat Joquor 
taCita. 
Em. Legam hercle lubentiflimus —— 
ob — cum annulo 


I 


Quid eſt ? Eucomiſſa, verbum non vult 
| legi. 

Oh efficiam ut velit--Cum annulo animus, 
Es. [neptuses; res alias fi fic agis, Vale. 
Quid dixi ?1mmo Vale, ſed ne abeas tamen. 
_ eAim. Hum! fic eſt profeRd : nam {j 

memin1 bene | 
; Concinna facie ſum ; ſtaturi commodi,g: 
xtate integra. 

Experiar quid fit : Eucomiſſa, advorte ani- 
mum. 


O Eucomiſſa, diu te amavi perdite, 
Ex, Ha' 


Am. Uſque adhuc auſus nihil, nifi ocu- 


los palcere. 


| Amoris txdio enecor, nunc 1taque tuum 
 Perſpicere animum, ut feſe habeat velim, 
Ter aliam in partem accipere decet, im- | 


In ſpe atquein timore attentus ſum. Ey- 
comiſſa, loquere. 
Eu. Pudet confiteri; ©, quid faciam mi- 
ſera ? 
Mene ? {1multatem non revereiis Patris ? 
Sed mitto Patrem --—- 
e/Em. Miſlam hanc facito modeſtiam, 
Vin' me Maritum tibi ? verbo expedias. 
Eu, Maritum ? ha? quid f1id cupiam 
maxime ? 
Cupia? non,noloe/£mylio:habes breyiflime, 
Quid reſpondes ? 
£m. Me efle infelicem : Vale. 
Eu. Non, non, manta {is modo? Volo, 
inquam, Volo. 
OcEmylio,tua ſum,tuz me commendo fidel. 
em, Et ego Encomiſſa tuus; pre letitia, 
ita me du ament, | 
Apud me non ſum; ſed mittamus. iſthzc, 
adſunt arbitr1. 


Scena Tertia. 


Cal. Beaſti me ; 
animum. 

Nec hominum, nec deorum iram teruncii 
xſ{timo. 

Eucomiſſa—e/Emylio,—Dworum vitam a- 
dept ſumus, 

e/Em. Quid ſoror ? tunc Calliphanem a: 
mas? 

#g. Meiplam minus. 

Es Fruftra adhuc famus ; quid Patri re- 
ſpondebimus ? 

Cal. Hal Patri? quanta de |ztitia quam 
{ubich decidi ? Nullamne facere pollu- 
mus in nuptis fallaciam e-£mylio tf 

Em, Non minor mea hic res agitur, 
quam tua, Iraque admonere debne. 


hoc dio reddidiſti 


Ez, At (tquid potes &£mylio, 


Em 


; | Nanfraginm Toculare. 


Am, An hodie te uxorem commiſſu- 
rus eſt Calliphani ? 
Eu. Ita. 
eAm. Dicte velle. 
Eu Ah eEmylio, tam ſubito animum 
A nobis ſegregas ? 
' Aim, Dn avortant omen. ; 
Nemo te unquam nift mors eripiet mihi. 
Nunc quam rem agatn accipe : hic nuptiis 
dictus eſt dies. | 
Veras efle credat Pater, at ne (int tamen. 
Nam <#Egle tuam vicem, cum Cali;phane 
noctu cubet. 
Diurna ejus uxor {is ipſa in aliquod tempus 
Nam forte in diebus paucis aliud ſe nobis 
offeret 
Amolimini hinc vos propere, 11 confilium 
lacet, 
Eu. Nullum vidi melius. 
Cal, Abeamus eEZple, 


Scena Quarta. 


Gnomicus, Gelaſimus, Morion, Acade-+ 
micus ſecundus, 


[ Exeunt. | 


Gno, Ad Cathedram, ad Cathedram 
ocylts, nam adeſt peregrinus, —=_ 
Ry RP wt pede pes, denſuſque Viro Vir. 
Aca. Tune es Magiſter Scholz ? 
Mor. Her! Magiſter ! nemo homo | 
Me quarit uſpiam ; his veſtibus minuum 
lateo. 
Aca. Profeſſor jocorum Academicus proxi- 
m4 Hebdomade jocaturu'ſt publice. 
Itaque huc me mitit falurem ut vobis dice- 


rem, 
Opemque 1n hace re 

veſtrum. 
Ieoque hoc munus 2qui bonique ut con- 

ſulatis obſecrat. { | 

Gel. Pecuniam ab illo ? Du melius:; 
meus frater eſt. _ 

Ac. Eo accipias magis, nam fratres m2- 
tuit ſuos. 

Gno. Quanquam te Jocator Frater an 
num jam fales in hoc tempus collt- 
gentem, idque Academia,abundare 0- 
porter przceptisinſticutiique hujus artis 
propter ſummum & Doctoris tut 1n- 
2cnium & Collegi1, tamen ad hanc 
rem, nos, (ut videmut) magnum t1 
bi emolumentum afferemus, atque hoc 
veluti in trafitu; fſzpiuicule excurro 
Oracoric, 

Gel.Prx re iſthic rem prevortam nullam, 
Sed ecquos iple fecit (ales ? 

Acs. Collegit al1quos ; 


experiſſic, & confilium 
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| >ed fecit ipſe adhuc, quod ſciam ego, pau- 


ciflimos. 
Forte an duos treſve demi—jocos. 
Gel. Morion, porrige ſchedulam 
Illam mihi jocorum Tripodalium; nam in 
Anglia patria noſtra, 
Jocorum Profeſlori Tripodis nomen poni- 
mus. Hem tib1 ! 
Aca, An iſti concinne, in queſtionem 
ejus cadent ? 
Gel, Eque hercle concinne, in quzſtio- 
nem ejus, atque in ullam aliam. 
Hoc habeat probe in exordii loco, dein 
Qezſtio autem 
Sequatur E longinquo, evocabit ſuos ipſe 
Terminos, 
Acque f1recuſentingredi, invitos trahat ſe- 
cum atque ingratiis, 
Ut non rarofaftum vidimus. 
eſt ſalutatio 
Auditorum omnium, ubi obiter deriden- 
dos prazbet 


Hzc itaque 


| Medicinz, Legiſque Profeſſores & Doto- 


res omnes przcipue, 
Abſque hoc nunquam quiſquam plauſum 
{1bi repperit. 
Sed (pzne oblitus fui dicere) nulline hic 
Comcadia _ | 
Agitur circiter hoc temporis. 
Acad. Ilmmo vero hodie. 
Gel. Ha, ha, hz! vah Poetam infortu- 
natum nimis, 
Nam quiſquis 1s eſt, facetiis meis proxims 
 Hebdomade jugulabitur. 
Accipe fs hanc ſchedulam; ſcriptum hic 
inveniet, 
Quod ſufficiet largiter ad deridendum om- 
nes poſthac ComceJias. 
wy Du tib1 dent quz velis, bene ya- 
eas. 
Gel, St! audin' etiam ? 
Tribus verbis te volo; iſtam Fabulam Lu- 
dos faciet. 
Fabula (intellextin'? _) Ludus dicitur, jam 
te dimitto, Valz, [ Exit Aca.] 


Scena Quinta. 
eEmylio ( alio ornatu) Pſecas, Gnom. Gel. Mor. 


Gel. Satin' ego oculis utthtatem obtineo, 
annon? 
Adipol virgo fortis eft, efficiam ut me de- 
pereat de 1ngenio. 
Mor. Principio atque hanc video, mane- 
re non poſium diutius, 
Ita lauta eſt ; nimiv nim!* modeſtus ſum 
his veſtibus. ; 
£m. Jam para te Pſecas ; 11 petus ſa- 


pit, duras 1llis dabis, 
P. 


>a 
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N aufragi um Foculare. 


P[. Piſh, aliud cura, magmifice tracta- 
bo iſthunc Aſfinum; 
O Venus! hxccine eſt illa ſchola 2? lepidus 
mecaſtor locus eſt. 
Semper ego facetias amavi multum, 86 
nutrix mih1 
Dicere ſolita eſt : Abi, abi, ut vitalis {1s 
metuo, 
Ita preter ztatem tuam ing2nioſa es ni- 
mium. 
Et ego pol ridebam : rides ? inquit 1lla, 
Dii boni! 
Uti hujus nunquam non meminero : 
em, Piſh, perge ad rem. 
P/. Quam ſxpe res nihili otiose hereat 
in memoria £ 
O Diana! quam mint tunc dierum pro ci- 
bo fuit jocarier 2 
Stpe ad focum domi obſedimus ; ego nar- 
rare fabulas, 
iFeſtive multa dicere, omnes in cachinnos 
ſolvere, 
Nulla (licet ipſa dicam) primarum arti- 
um mag1 princeps extitit. 
Sed ubi eſt Magiſter? videre vellem ni- 
mio, 
Nam communicabimus inter.noſmet face- 
tias iInvicem, 
Opem meam (ſatis ſcio) non habebit 
deſpicatui. 
Ubi eſt? 
Gn. Coram, quem quzritis, ad{um 
Trojus eneas, neceile habeo novam de 
hac re ſententiam querere. 
P/. O Muſas! ftuduiſti arti Mulicz : 
' 1][ud ex Virgilio 
Accepiſti mutuum, 1immo ego poetas leg1. 
Sic ſum, non tantum verbis dic poreſt 
Quantum re ipſa verſus amo, & feci ſane 
Mediocres 
Gn, Mediocribus elle poetis. 
Non homines, non Du, non concellzre 
Columnz. 
Gel, Oh! ho! ho! incantavit me aliquis: 
quod ego 
Nunquam fururum credidi, nequeo upum 
concinnare adeo joculum. 
Hum! ficcin'? Oh! tandem ad meipſum 
redeo- | 
O cujus genis roſz invident, & pudore ru- 
beſcunt ſolo, 
Ee tum 
Mor. Ha, ha, ha! pulcherime! f or: 
natus efſ2zm ex mes virtutibus. 
Sic adirein virginem ; nam deperiret 1ſtam 
faciem. 
Em. Tun' folus hic regnum poſlides ? 
ubi, f1 placet, cxteri ? 
Gn. St! Gelaſime, 


/ 


[ 


Me 


Gel. Maxime — Pallet Luna, & ſe yi. 
&um confitetur 


Statim vobis adero——nec fidera —— 
hum! iſthoc non placer, 
Ceciderunt plane f1dera, Ceciderunt : 
ha, utneſcienti mihi ; 
EffHuxit 1ſt:c jocus ? 

Gn. Hem Morion, ubi es? 

Mcr. St! ego non adſum. 

e Em, Ha, ha, ha, an ſe praſens pre- 
lentem negat ? 

Nift jurato tibi, Morion, non credemns. 

Mor. Per Deos non adſum, 

U: cate deluſi homines! illi hic meed: 
neſciunt, ha, ha, ha! 

Gn. An Morion atra bili percitu'ſt? id 
eſt, andelirat? 

Ceſlon*illum educere ex infidiis, ut lepide 
loquar ? 

Morion, adeſto. [ Educit.] 

e Em, Ha, ha! utſtat! reclamante Phj.- 
lolophia 

Negarem hunc eſſe rationalem, nifi quia 
rihbilem video. 

Gn. Humanum eſt errare: erras 
te&o hoſpes, 

Nam omms homo eſt rationalis, ut acu- 
tiflime obſervar Simplicius. 

P/. Nolite, obſecro, deridere, per po! 
quam modeſlns eſt ! 

Mor. Me laudat. 

Gel, Euge! jam habeo. 

Mor. Hercle audacter alloquar. 

Salve tu, O cujus genis roſz invident, & 
pudore rubeſcunt ſolo. 

Gel. O maſtigiam! quz mea eſt Ora- 
tio, occupat preloqui, 

Ut perdidit mthi ſex jocos, & tres amato- 
r1as ſententias ! 

Gno. Perge Morton, 

Mor, Perge tu, 11 vis, ego dixi ſatis. 

Gno. Adeidim Gelaſime. Hic eſt joca- 
cor i]le, Cui meliort Juto finxit pre- 
cordia Titan. 

P{. Mecaſtor liberalis eſt: fſalys mul- 
tum, te unum ex omnibus 

Feſtivum fama magnificavit, itaque ad te 
huc venimus viſere. 

Nam me etiam lepidam vocant, eth hanc 
mihi Laudem non arrogem. — 

Gel. Sideri equidem cujus ſub auſpicio 
natu' ſum, minorem gratiam habeo, . 

Quam oculorum tuorum ſyderibus, quz me 
perſpexerunt modo, 
Ha, ha : optime loquor ſemper de impro- 
viſo; | 
Quod ſignum eſt boni ingenii, proculdubic 
_ hzcmea'ſt, 
Obſecro, quznam eſt hzc virgo ? 


ha, 


pro- 


Wt Mm. 


—— — —— 


N aufragium 
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Am. FaRione ſumma, & divitiis pol- 
lens. 
Bombardomachidis filia'ſt ſtrenuiflimi ducis. 
Gel. Nimio nimi' novi ego iſtum Bom 
bardomachidem. ; 
(Hic S__ derideo) ſed tamen tanto me- 
u 
em. Ecquis homo tantum ſtultiz in 
ſe poſſedit uſpiam ? | 
Quid fi obletem me cum ifſtis ? placet, 
__— _ —_—.- 
Quoniam voſmet magnificatis itz de iſtis 
artibus, * 

Dabo equidem {ponſtonem, me vos unum 
{1ngulos | T 
Redacturum modo jocis meis ad (ilentium. 
Agite ſultis, expzrtamur in hanc partem 
quis plus pofliet. | 
P/. Vide quid agasprius. Ego ab hujus 

parte ſtabo. ; 
Gel. Amei? neſcio unde hoc fit, multo 
{um beatior 
Quam vulgus hominum, quzcunque vo- 
cem audiunt, 
Continuo me amant perdite. O Superi ! 
gratias ago, 
Mulcumde me meruiſtis ; Heus, audacule, 
Quoniam ita vis vit& interfici,alcende hanc 
ſellulam. at Gs 
Opponam ego primus; miſeret me tu!, 
Fidor. Bend hercls facis; ego obſecunda- 
bo tibt in loce, 
Abi audacule, abi in Tullianum. 
e/Em, Eſto tu moderator. 
Gno. Agonotheta ero, amv Taye! OC mw | 
nam ſic doRi vocant, Tu oppones | 
AAorton 
Secundo in loco. 
Mor. Ree, recedam paululum _ 
Ft confutationem Orationis ejus medita- 
bor mecum. 
Gen. - Antequam illam noſt! ? 
Mor. Noſti? nemo non poteſt 
Confutare tum cum noverit, ero ſingula- 
ris ego. 
P/. Diſcrucior animi, quod mos non pa 
titur 
Diſputare foeminas publice: vellem hos 
Opponentes mthi. 
Gn. Aſcendat Jocator; | 
Proditum eſt memoriz antiquos Philoſo- 
phos poſt multos labores leſe recreare 
ſolitos fuiſſe. Agite igitur, hilarem 
hunc ſumamusdiem, nam arcus nimin 
intentus Cito frangitur; habent ſua 
Ludicra Muſz ; & Apollo Mularum 
Parens, aliquando later, aliquando pa 
tet, Tu vero Spartam quam nactus 
es, hanc orna, ut non minus, aut etiam | 


ee I 


plus modeſtia tua, quam ingenium ap- 
pareat. Cave a Majoribus, nam inge- 
nium non ferent, & obſerva ſemper 
cum Poeta, Parcere perſonis, dicere 
de vitiis. 

e/Em. Orationem tuam -—— 

Gn. Nolo pati iſftam impudentiam, con- 
feras te ad provinciam tuam. 

eEm. Saptenter quidem facis, qffod ora- 
tionem tuam non vis repeti. 

Gn. Authoritate mihi ab Apolline com- 
miſſa, jubeo te acquieſcere. 

P/. Ha, ha, he! utinam iſta mihi au- 
thoritas committeretur ab Apolline. 

e Em. Non datur ars jocandi -— Inci- 
plam a poſtremno 

Termino Jocandi, qui eſt Terminus Lil- 
larii. Artem omitto, quia mos eſt ita 
facere. 

Datur eſt verbum ; nam nunc dierum Res 
talis non eſt, quzdam dicuntur &ari 
proprie & ſ1mpliciter, ſed kinc ſerſus 
verb1 jam antiquatus eſt; alii verd im- 
proprie & ſecundum quid, ut Gradus 
in Acaderma, & in Collegiis 

Gn, Omitte 1llud verbum ; ſcimus quid 
velis. 

e£ms. Sed, ne errietis in hic re, dicam 
yobis, quid dandum fit, quid non, 
primum omnium dabitis mihi — fi 
placeo—— Manus veſtras—ſin mis 
nus—— Veniam. Dabitis Aulico no- 
va juramenta, nam fregit omnia ve- 
tera. Ad Ccelum enim irene cogitat 
quidem, quia audit paucos 1llic efle 
tonſores & ſutores veſtiarios, itaqug 
nunquam oravit 1n tota vita, tantum 
aliquando dixit Deo, fe ejus ſervum 
efje ter humillimum, Et tamen odiu 
Diabolum, quia Cornutus eſt, eoque 
{1mil:or 1]11us Creditora Civium, Se- 
cundo dabitis Puritanis verba; jam 
enim 1llis lent indicitur, f1quendo 
autem privatim prxdicent, dabitis au- 
res veſtras; nam ſuasamiſerunt, Da- 
bitis Academits ——- 

Gn, Nolo iſtud dici: ne quos ridere hic 
oportuie, 

Erubeſcant aliqui: fatisfeciſl1 officio tuo 

Reſpondere tib1 vellem, fed neminem in 
loco meo 

Extra unum novi, qui reſpondit nugis hu- 
juſce modi. ; 

Aſcendat Opponens primus ; Diſputatio- 
nem in alium 

Differamus diem, nunc jam reſpondeas 

tantum breviter. 

Age; Spartam, quam nactus es, hanc or- 

na. 


% 


Gel, 
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Gel. Faciam, ſed numera Jocos meos, 
dum reſpondeam. 
 Gno, Pauperis eſt numerare pecus. Nu- 
mera hoc Gelaſime, 
Obſecro, auditares ut in adyorſam partem 
ne rapiatis, 
Quod in hoc dignitatis gradu przter mo- 
rem aliquando jocor. 
Em. $i 1n eam partem peccas, facile 
te profeto condonabimus. 
Sed mihi crede, Do&iflime Moderator,ad- 
huc ab hac culpa liber es. 
Gn. Do@iflimum me vocat; non inter- 
ficiam illum hodie. 
Gel. Quomiam dandi regulas nobis de- 
diſti, Ibi unus Gnome, 
Eſt magnus jocus: 
e/£m, Tam magnus hercle ut videri ne- | 
queat. 
Gel. Piſh! annon ludo in. reduplicati- 
one & Dare * 
Gn. Eſt certe dimidia pars Joct. 
Am. Oh! ille fortaſle credidit, 
Dimidium plus toto efle. 
Gel. Dii, Dexque, Superi, Inferi, 
Peflimis me exeimplis perduint, miſt diQtu- 
rus id eram | 
Numera Gnomice pro meo, Eripuit eum ex 
animo meo. 
Am, Rectam hercle inſtas viam, inge- 
nioſus ut fas, 
Si furaris, ego quz dico. 
P/. Surani eſt ingeni, 
Si facere, nam tuo jam te jugulat gladio. 
Ibi ego etiam : pudet ſane me mutam ſtare 
Inter tot jocantes. 
Gel. Sed repetamur a diverticulo: 
Dicam ergo ttbi, quid dedit mihirex 1a- 
cedonicus —— | 
e/Em, Quin pergis ? 
Gel. Quia jam te oportet dicere, 
Quid dedit tib1? pecumiam ? 
e£m. Quid f1 nolim dicere ? 
Tur' me coges ? 
Gel. Non, ſed nift detur Anſa, quis po- 
teſt jocarier ? 
Em. Bene, {1 me oras, dicam, ns om- 
nino coram hac faemina nobil: 
Ignomimiose taceas. 
Gel. Et ego {1c reſpondeo : 
Pecuniam ? non, non, non. Tergum vel 
poenas dedir. 
Ibi duo joci Gnomice. Sed obiter hoc —— 
Drxiſti Artem jocandi non dari. Falſum! 
nam ars jocand eſt 
Res ingenioſa, fed res ingenioſa daturznam 
Crede mihi res eſt ingenioſa Dare. 
«/E£m. Caru'ſt hic jocus, nam tribus ab- 
hinc petitur muilliaribus. 


Concionatorem nunquam audivi, textum 
cum perdiderit, . 
(Ur ſzpe fic) per tot circulos illa quzrerec 
Walliin hunc plane modumad ſuam ſcan- 
dunt originem, 
Ap Arsjocandi, Ap datur, ApRes, Apin-' 
genium, Ap 
Crede mihi reselt ingenioſa dare. 
Gel. Onerabas deinde maledi&is Aulj. 
cos; ſed nimium ruſtice, 
[terum Gnome ; ob ruſticiratem illum de- 
rideo, | 
Eſt & elegans quzdam antichelis inter Au: 
11cos & ruſtice, | 
Quz addidiſti de Puritanis, intacta prete- 
reo, 
Quoniam 1mitatus es illa quz hodie mane 
dixerim, 
Cum illos in Novam Angliam ire juffi, 
cxtera 
Ex memoria aufugerunt. 
P/. Nequeo quin plaudam manibus. 
Arque ita omnes vellem, cum audiant 
quod placet, facere. 
Gn. Satisfeciſti officio tuo : aſcendat 
Morion. 
Mor. lta facio; quzſo ut jocos meos 
numeres Gnomice. 
eAm, Hei! cum iſtis veſtibus diſputa- 
turus Venis ? 
Carent Modo, & Figuri. Nulla eſt Con- 
ſequentia | 
inter earum partes. 
Mor. An veſtes mez tibi nocent ? 
Em. Ita ſane me terrebant modo, cum 
hic aſcenderas. 
Mor. Ha, ha, hx! ut me vidit, homi» 
nem terrut1; novit qui ſim. 
Qui cum me audierit ? Attendite, nunc 
Incipio; 
In principio orationis tuz habuiſti aliquid 
de meis laudibus, fed 
Ego ingenue fateor, me non meruiſle tan- 
tum de melts laudibus. 
e/Em, Egon' de tuis laudibus ? 
Merito pol me confutare poſſis, {1 habu- 
iflem tale quid. 
Mer. Piſh! ego hoc ſuppono ita- 
que nunc pergo, numera, Gnomce. 
Dixiſti porro aliquid de mari Philoſophico. 
e/Em, Quid? de mari Philoſophico ? 
At illud ego adhuc ne primoribuz quidem 
labits attigt. 
Sed {1 animum induxiſti deridere Mare 
Philoſophicum. 
Indulgebo tibi hanc veniam. 
Mor. Non? tum hec tua culpa'it Gela- 
[ime 


Annon 


Annon dicebas, quod nunquam quiſquam 
omitet Mare Philoſophicum ? 
em, Ha, ha, he! 
Mor. Ecquid me rident ? 
Gno. Perge Morion, 
Mor. Pergat qui vult, {1 ridetis: ego ſatis: 
fect officio meo. 
Cztera ex memoria dilapſa ſunt :; Et fic 
deſ1no. 
Gno. Vos itaque cum meritis omnes d1- 
mitto laudibus, 
Et Vitula tu dignus & hic. Arcades ambo 
Er cantare pares, & reſpondere parati. © 
P/. Deus bone ! quam pulchre vos om- 
nes proceſliſtis hodie, 
Ego vobiſcum ipla dilputabo vice proxima. 
Dodcifiime Moderator vale, Dii tibi dent 
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qua? Cxpetis. 
Gno. Er longum formoſa vale, vale in- 
quit lola. 
P/. 'Tu Gelaſime, ſequere me fis domum, 
nam de arte iſthac eſt tib1 
Quod ſola ſoli dicam. | 
Gel. Beatus ſum ! libenter ſequor. 
Quantum Diis magjis debeo, quod me tam 
lepidum fecerint ! 
Pſ. «/Emylio, 1 prz, piſh, omitte iſtas ce- 
remonias, 
Mor, Ego illos comitabor, ſatis ſum joca- 
tus hodie. | 
Gno. At ego intus me recipiam, bene ho- 
die fecimus. [ Exennt. 
Ite domum faturz, verut Heſperus, ute Ca- 


pellz. [ Exe. 


Scena 


AG US QUIT YS 


Prima. 


e/Emylio, Dmon, 


e/Am.[) R O certon' habes adveniſle Po- 
lyporum ? 
Din, Siquidem quod vidi certum it, 
Nift fallant oculi. 
Aim. Mirum eſt ni fallant aliquando (1 
{int tut, 
Nam tu totus, quantus quantus, nihil nifi 
aſtutia es. 
Sed ut placer, ubi vidiſti ? ecquid idoneus 
vilust, | 
Ex quo argentum cudimus ? ha ! numquid 
eſt ecractabilis ? 
Utinam accepiſler liceras. 
Din. Accepit jam 1n portu. 
Et largus lacrymarum huc properat, 
em, Qui iſtud noſti ? , 

Din. Ut vidi, ſuſpenſo gradu ibam, ad- 
ſtabam, comprumebam animam, 
Atque ubi cepi amimum attendere, ſermo- 

nem hoc captavi modo. 
Proin tu Bombardomachidem 1nduas, ut ac- 
cipiamus hominem, _ 
Hic eſto; cum rogitabit, ubi habet Bom 
bardomachides ? | vt 
Huc per poſticum introducam illum tib1. 
em, At muliti claves reddidi. 
Dm Pilh! ſexcentz ſunt cauſz quam 
obrem illas poffis repetere. 
Abi modo : fed enim captivis quid facie- 
mus 2 ab{unt perincommode. 
e/Em, Oh! dicam Poliporo termpus nunc 
non &fl> ut illos videar, 


Et jubebo cras redeat : Satin' polita ſunt 
hxc confilia ? 
O fors fortuna quam ſecundis rebus hanc 
mihi oneraſti diem ! 
Abeamus mi chariflime Dinon, 
Din. O, mi ſuaviflime eZmylio abeamus. 
[ Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 
Gelaſimus, Pſecas, Morion. 


P{. Viden' ergo quam poſthabut omnes 
res ingento tuo 2 
Nam/ me in uxorem multi expetiverunt 
Principes, 
Quos demiſi, quia indo&ti erant, doloris 
compotes, 
Gel. Dii me faciant quod volunt, niſi 
minu gaudeam 
De pollentia tua (nam & iple in mea patria 
Sac dives & factioſus ſum) quam quod ha 
nuptiz 
Magno futurz fint totius orbis commodo. 
Namque ex te noſtro quiſquis ſuſcipitur 
ſemine 
Suis ſe dictis ummortali afficiet glotia, 
Fiegque Imperator jocorum optimus maxi- 
mus. 
P/. Cupio equidem Poetam parere. * 
- Gel: Mea fide paries. | | 
Nam vagiebam ego metrice, & in lactis loco 
XN 2 Helt- 
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Heliconis aquam ſuxi, tum autem in Par- 
naſ(lo bicipiti 

Sepicule ſomniavi, ſed, ut verum fatear 

Nulla mihi carmina tam facili Minerva 
fAluunr, 

Quam Epigrammata aut Satyri, nam feſti- 
viſſime 

(Utnoſti) deridere homines foleo. 

P/. O Muſas omnes ! 

Quam undiquaq, fententiis tuis intermiſces 

facetias ! 


Gel. Ha, ha, he, animadvertiſtin'? at | 


peperci ego dicere, 
De illis, ut experirer, utrum tute per te eos 
intelligeres. | 
P/. Ah! nunquam Patris in me mimic 
£125 Caperem 
Tui caus4, nif1 intelligerem probe 1ngent- 
um tnum, 
Mor. Colloquuntur familiariter, metuo 
ne preripiat mh 


Iius animum, namq, amo iflam plus vino | 


& laccato. 
Et niſt me amet mutuo, abeat ſane in lo- 
cum 
In carcere quod Tulhanum appellatur. 
Gel, Abeamus, mea Sappho, 
Ut a ſacerdote aliquo celebretur nobis ma- 
trimonium. 
Morion, abi tu domum. 
Mor. Ne me contemptim conteras; 
Tam ego diſputabam hodie, quam tu, pub- 
licitus. 
Et confutavi hominem. 
P/. Exemplis peflimis 
Ludificator tum fruticem nifi hinc pro- 
zre avolet. 
Oh ſuperas ! occidi, mortua ſam ! Pater 
huc venit, nos quzritans, 
Et one gladio necem hic minatur omni- 
1S- 
Mor. Oh, oh, non pofſum aſpicere Bow 
bardomachidem. 
Nimio nimis ferox eſt, ;ocari mecum noluit 
modo. 
Gel. Tam mort hercle ſumus, quam 
mare eſt mortuum. 
Ib1 iterum, velim, nolim, non reprimo me, 
quia Jocer. 
Nullumne hic latibulum eft ? 
Mor, Oh! quzſo ofſtendas aliquod, 
In ipſo foramine Acus nunc jam jacere po- 
teram, 
Ecquem hic habes caſeum? nam muris 
ſtar optime 
In illo deliteſcerem. 
Gel. Non, non, falſus es, Morien, 
Nam tunc excedere latebras tuas. Ut illum 
derideo. 


in- 


CR — 


Hoc tanto in periculo ! 
P/. Hei mihi ! eft intus dolium —— 
Ut contollit gradium ! ut oculi virent ira. 

cundig ! 
Lllic ft vis temet occultare. 

Mor. Dolwum ? cedo fis, bona foemina - 
Nunquam me pudebit 4 Diogene exem- 
plum ſumere. 
Utinam effet plenum , evacuarem mihi 

quam cinfhime. 

P/. Sequere me, tibi mox proſpiciam Ge- 

laſime. [Ex. P[. & Mor. 

Mor. Ita, cum ego in tuto fim ; dolium 2 

magnifca pol domus eſt. 

Gel. Oh! oh ! audire vifu' ſum ſtrepi- 

tum miliis, 
Tergum vel penas illi daboz ut mihi Rex 
Macedonicus. 
; Oh! jam veni, ſcio; jacebo hic, quaſi ef. 
ſem mortuus; 
Nolo ſaltem cernere fatum meum. [recums, 
Pſecas intrat. 

P/. Ha, ha, he! 

Gel. Oh! adeſt! 

Pſ. Gelaſime, \urge, ne metuas malum. 
Gel. Profeto, Bombardomachides, non 
duxi tuam hihtam, 
| Neque unquam volui, 
| Pf. Quid? 

' Gel. Non: quzſo, ne me jugules, 

Memineris obſecro, jocorum Militarium, 
quos fect tibj, 

Quin effeci inſuper, Iambi ut incedant pe- 


de. 
P/. O Venus! ludos lepidos. Adſpice 
ad me Gelaſime, Pater non adeſt. 
Gel. O mea Sappho! ub eſt pater tuus? 
obſecro an venu ? 
P/. Neque venturus eſt, ex compolito 
hoc fect adeo. 
Ut nobis fine Moriene arbitro ferent nu- 
ptiz. 
Gel. Ha? {cio hoc equidem, & ego etiam 
per induſtiiam [ ſurgit. 
| Diflimulavi quaſi efſem timidus — led, 
numnam 1n vado ſumu> ? —- 
Annon diffimulabam lepide ? — certe ali- 
quid audio 
Non venit ſperu. 
Pſ. Ne time ; fed feſtinato opus'lt, _ 
Ne tandem fortafle ſerio nos pacer opp'1® 
mat. 
Gel. Vera dicisz properemus mea Mula, 
mea Urania. 
Ut te amo, mea Polyhymnie, mea Mz='p9- 
- mene! | Excunt. 


| Scens 
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Scena Tertia. 
eAmylis (ornatu militiyy Dinon, Polyporus, 


Am. [ntromitatur ſino; fac pateat ja- 
nua- 
Pol, Tun' ille es Miles, arte tam inſignis 
duellica ? 
£m. Periphraſim veram nominis dicis 
mei- | 
Pol. Si1s Es, filium cepifti meum. 
e/Em. Si filium cepicuum, captivo Pater 
es meo. | 
Pol. Huc itague ea gratia veni tibi 
Mlorum uti pro capitibus pecuniam duim, 
Oro 1gitur me ablolvas quam primutn po- 
ters, 
Nec mora in te fit fita, quin pretium aufe 
ras. 
Cupio videre ipſos ; & comple&i miſeros, 
Tam Pater capto ſum, quam dudum fui 
libero. 
eEm. Nunc aliqui me expectent reges: 
cras redeas licet. 
Po]. Cras illud, Patri filium quzrent1 
annus eſt. 
Bom. Oculiſne claves obviam {une tuis ? 
| [ Intres, 
Cal. p. Nift jam reperiant, effringantur 
foribus cardines, [ Intus. 
Ne mora Exorciſtz obje&a fit, cum huc 
advenerit. 
Bom. Edico jam nunc foribus bellum 
meis 
Poſthzc ut iſtum timeant, efficiam, pedem. 
Bombard. frangit fores. 
em. Occiſiflimi ſumus Diner ; Heus ! 
quis eſt ad fores ? 


Scena Quarta. 


Bombardomachides, Calliphanes P. e/Emylio, 
Dinon, Poliperus, Bombard. Servi. 


Bom. Oh |! ſpectra cerno? Judit an ocu- 
los meos 
Imago fallax? non poſſum pergere Iam- 
bice, 
Ita valide timeo. 
Cal.p. Ha! quideſt? quid tremis adeo? 
Bom, Me frigus, haud formido, ut tre- 
mam facit. 
e/Em, Dinon, in te ſpes omnis vertitur, 
ſis Dzmon iterum, | 
Repreſentari ſalus noſtra non aliter poteſt. 
Din Nedeſponde animum, pulchre ho- 
mines vorſabimus. 


| 


Cal. p. Nihil adhuc video--hum—Leo- 
pardus, reditt, ipſus eſt Leopardus 
quem conſpexi pris. 

Din. Oh, ho, o, ho, urite, fundite, eun- 
dite, cxdite, vertite domum, ho, ho, 
fundite, tundite domum. 

Pol. Quznam hc deliramenta ? ſuntne 
atra bile perciti ? 

Din. Tlews d' evraile, xdTmym, mdggrnd Te, 
Sox wa T' naw. 

Am. veuri Jegrornumay ideifer gina »- 
YarTwy. 

Pl. Quicquid fit, aut hi homines inſa- 
niunt valide, 

Aut aliquid noſtri ſubeſt, qua fugere inſ- 
ſtam via ? 

Bom. Oh | quzſo bone Dzmon ne ac- 
cedas adeo, oh ! 

Pol. Men' quzris? obſecro, 

Recedas, tecum nihil negoti eſt mihi- Oh * 
quzſo, 

Din. Thane d\' avarm xdra[e, 

Em. mdgarre T6, Soxwd 7 now. 

Cal. p. Oh! metuo male ne me perie- 

quantur Dzmones, 
Quia ad nuptias injuſtiria mea coegi flium, 

Bom Mallem in media acie, quam hic 
ſtare loci. 

Utinam — (quid faciam? ) utinam efſem 
Jam nunc mortuus, 
Sed mori non poſſum. 

Pol. Proculdubio iſtud ſomnium eſt. 

[ta res hzc me dubium dat, ut quis fim, aut 
ub1, neſciam, 

Bow. Claudam hercle oculos, videre non 
ſuſtineo. 

Din. Occidam, jugulabo, interficiam, 
capiam, rapiam, fundam, tundam 
omnes 1llico. 

Born, Jann non timeo, video profeqo 
nihil. 

Cal. p. Nihil? cxcus eſt Bomwbardomachi- 
der ? accipe (is ſpecularia, 

[ Bombard. manus extendens forte 
tiaram e/Emylionis deficit 

Am, loxugacrofteto SrAdovns. 

Bom Oh! 

e/Em. O Dinon, aca res eſt : emergere 
hinc non poteſt. EE 

Bom. Servuſne noſter ? facinus indignum 
& grave! 

Jupiter, omni parte violentum intona : 

faculare flammas, lumen ereptum polo 

Fulminibus exple jam poſſum iterum 
lambice. ; 

Cal.p. Proh Deos ! ficcin' te fervus pro 
deletamento uſu'ſt ? | 

Arripiant aliqui ſublimem, & extinguanc 
illi animam. | 
Tun' 
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Tun' ( ſcelus) pro arbitrio nos terres le- 
nes? | : 
= Terrere me non potuit, timui ni- 
il. 
Cal. p. Non ſum compos anim, ita in- 
cendor iracundia. | 
Itane iſtud patere Bombardomachides ? oCc1i- 
de eos. 
Bom. De fine penz loqueris, ego pcenam 
volo. 
Ardeo furore: tam diu cur innocens 
Hos verſor inter ? tota jam ante oculos 
meos 
Imago cxdis errat. 
Din. O! dii te perdant eAmylio, 
em. Quin, quod ferendum eſt fera- 
mus #quo animo, 
Video non licere quicquam jam pertendere. 


e/Em. SNrenuum me prxbebo hominem ; 
ſcapularum mihi Sat magna confiden- 
tia eſt, Dinon, bono animo es. 

Din. Quin Stoicus, inquam ſum, dolorem 
nunquam ſentio. 

Moriemur, fat (cio; {1 preter ſpem quid 

evenit 

In lacro deputado efle, 

Bom. Audin' ſerve ? 

Flagella tac fint nobis in promptu duo. 

[Exit ſervus & redit cum flapellis. 

Cal, p. Interea quod eſt temporis, tu de- 
me ili1s diploides. 

Ha! ſtatue verberez, nos vetulos habetis 
ludibrio ? [ ponunt diploid. 

e/Em, Aliud cura, Carnutex 3 non po: 
ſum ego hoc exuere! [ad lorarin, 

Vapulare hercle nolo in generofis meis ve- 


4 


Pol. Fruſtrationes ego 1ſtas mirar1 ſatis 
nequeo. 
Heus ; eſtne miles hic Bombardomachides ? 
Bom, Men' ergo neſcis ? Ipfe” Bombardo- 
machides (am (tm verſir ſequent1,) 
Pol. Paratus es meum mihi jam falium 
reddere ? | 


Bom. Quem habeo filium reddam, ſed 
nullum habeo. 


Pol. Quz te mala crux agitat autem ? 
hem Literas tuas 
Quas 1n portu accepi modo, 

Bom. Ha! Dux Bombaodomachide: ? 
eEmylio (criphit ſtud ; O ingens ſcelus! 
Jncertus, atrox, mente non ſana feror 
Partes in omnes; unde me ulciſci queam ? 

| Verbers Dinonem E «jus 


barbam arripit. 
Dw, Oh! obſecco te. 
Pol. O Dui bom! quid ego video ? Dine: 
nem (ervum ? | 
Hem! Dinos ! . quid hic agis ? ubi filus 
meu'ſt ? 
Din. /Emyjlio, quid faciam in his angu- 
{tiis ? confitebor omnia. 
e/£m. Suſpende te, f vis: Du iratis 
natu' ſum. 
Cal. p. Hi homines ingentem aliquam 
adornarunt fabricam, 
Articulatim te concidit hic fervus tuus. 
Quantum adhuc video : faxo confiteantur 
omnia, 
Heus Lorari! quis intus eſt ? Lorarii in- 
quan ! 
Pol. Immo depoſita veſte ſe verberibus 
impleant invicem. 
Donec omnia exquiſivimus, ut lubitum'ſt 
nobis. 
Bom Locutus es, non male, fiet modo. 
Adelte ſervi, Dominus hoc tveſter juber. 


. | Ingred. Lorariz, 


{tibus, 
Scio ego, quid fit vapulare. 
Din. O miram rem! Scientia tals, 


Dicenda eſt ſola liberalis. 
Satin' v/Emylio fortiter 2 


Bom. Ridetis ? at mox flumen ex oculis 
cadet. 

Cal. p. Hem ! da flagella 1ilis in manus 
OCyUs, 


Niſt paenas de ſe ſtrenue ſumant invicem. 
Quaſi incudem cedas illos ; ac pugnis one- 
res. 
Din. V1deo neceſle eſſe, ut exerceamus 
nolmec. 
Age, jncipiamus mea Commoditas. 
Em, Mea opportunitas 1ncip1amus. 
Din. Tu nebulo major es. tib1 hercle lo- 
cum'cedo, 
Cal. p. Ludunt hercle; heus Lorarii, fa- 
Cite ut pugn 1n malis hzreant. 
Aa inortem vos ambos darem, fi effetis mei. 
eAim. Quin abiin malam rem ; nil ope- 
[4 opus tua eſt. [ad Lorariums 
Annon Dinos ſatis idoneus viiuit, qui me 
verberet 2 
Din. Hem tibi, m1 Alter 1dem ! 
e/£Em, Meus bonus Genius ! 
[ Se wicibus flageliant. 
Dim. Meus Pilades ! 
e/Em, Oreftes meus ! 
Bm. Hxc verberandi mihi ſat methodus 
placet, 
Tam {imilis eſt. bello, 
Cal. p. Feciſtis probc. | ; 
Ceſſate paululum, exquire nunc jum, quid- 
Vis. 
Pol. Quid filio factum eſt meo, cum Tu- 
core ejus & Gelaſimo * 
Din. Emunximus 1llos mucidos; & ar- 
gumentum effecimus. 
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Am. Et veltes, viden' ornatum Mori- | Nihil in ſe culpz unquam commilit, Tan- 
onis tw ? tum, 
Me multo decent magis. Prxter imperium tuum, & preterquam 
Pol. O frontes hominum | ju{liſti ſedalo, ; 


Din. Dicam omnia ; animum advort! 
te nam fabula lepidiflima'lt, 
Primum omnium, appoti probe ut obdor- 
mirent, fecimus. 
£m. Dem veſtes Mor1onis panis com- 
mutav1 meis. 
Din. Dein, quaſi captivos, in vinclis 
hic habuimus. 
Din. Dein Scriplimus Epiſtolam, te ut 
yorſaremus inſuper. 
Din. Dein ſpe&ris fiftis Bombardomachi- 
dem perterrefecimus. 
Bom. Egone vana ut ſpe&ra timerem 
ſcelus ! 
Adeſſe vel jam dzmonum turbam velim. 
Pol. O impudentiam! O mores: uid 
ego de vobis tantum meru1 ? 
Am. Aa, ha! homo ſuavis! nos ut par- 
ceremus tibi £ 
Cum bardum genuiſti , ſaptentum id feci- 
{ti gracia. 
Stultus eft Commune Bonum. 
Cal. P. Obſtupeſco! ita hzc res mira'ſt. 
Din. Immo nihil jam celabo, nolo, eE- 


mylo, 
Ex iſtis technis tibi melius fir, quam mihi. 
Eucomiſſa 
Em, Dinen | © (celeſtum caput: 
[ flagellar, | 
Bom. Mutticen' audes? piſce {15 mutus 
magls. 


Din. eAmylioni nuplt hodie, & Du 
vortant felictter, | 
Bom, Quid tangit aurem: ferte me in- 
ſanz procul, 
Illo procellz ferte, quo ferter dies 
Hinc raptus, 0, = filiam oſtendet mihi, 
Longinqua, clauſa, abſtruſa, diverſa, invia 
Emetemur, nullus obſtabit locus. 
[ Exit Bombard. | 
Am, Nunc demum peri ſolide, hoc 
durum in corde eſt mihi, 
Quad mei gratia, Eucomſe pejus erit, 
Preterquam, quod carendum eſt illa, nil 
adhuc doleo. 
Cal. P. Si efſet mea, omnem de illa ani- 
mum _ 
Ejicerem Patris, & alienarum muleram a 
familia : 
Si filius meus ad hunc modum— ſed non- 
vult, aut {t cuperet maxiniE, 
Captare confil1i nil poſſer, quin oltacerem 
rius. 
Din. Immo Ille proculdubio his noxiis 
vacuus it, 


_ eAplenhodie duxit. 
Cal, P. cAglen > non poteſt fteri. 
Non, non, non audet : quicquid fit, vide- 


| bo camen. 
21 verum eſt, ſtatim cum uxore quatierur 
foras. [ Exit. ] 


e/£m. Quicunque 11s, peregrine, nolo 
precator mihi 
Orare ut ſhes, nam adverſus iſthxc obfirma- 
vi mala, 
Sed ut pacem Eucomiſſe conciliares ab ejus 
Patre 
ld oro, atque obſecro : age, eth parum 
de te meruerim, 
Popularis taus ſum. 
Pol. Meus ? 
e/Em. Siquidem es Anglus patcid. 
Pol. Qui 1ſtud factum eſt, hic ut ſervi- 
tutem ſervias? 
£m, Fortunz zdipol, vitio, nam prog- 
natus patre 
Mercatore ſum dinflimo, ſed fic fors tulit 
Cum forore {mul parvula hic ut me cape- 
ret parvulum. 
Pol. Hei mihy ! 
e Em, Quid laciymas obſecro? iſtud 
me decet magi1s. 
Pol, Quia miſerias mihi meas hoc dicto 
in memoriam redigis, 
Nam filiolam ego etiam cum fratre unt 
perdidi, 
Ubi capt eſtis ? 
e £m, In navi, cumin Hiſpaniam tranſ- 
milic Pater. 
Mercaturz operam dans , ac rei ſtudens: 
Pol, Quodnam erat navi fignum ? 
e £m, Caſtor & Pollux. 
Pol. Diiboni, quo magis quzco, eo plus 
pluſque convent. 
$1 eſt, ur hxc mihi res1ndicium facit, 
Omnium, qui ſunt 1n terra, ſum beatiflimus. 
Quot annis abhinc ? 
e Em. Mcenſe proximo erunt oRodecim. 
Pol. Dii memet ex re perdica ſervatum 
volunt. 
Siiſthac vera ſunt,non dubico quin (is meus. 
Czterum adeſt Miles, ills me certiorem 
faciet. 


Scena Quinta. 


Bombard. Cal. P. Cal. F. Encomiſſa, e/Egle, 


Cal. P. Quin exi, flagitum hominis, 
cum uxore trivenefica, 


Cano, © vita mihi ſuperet, iſtius obſatura- 
vi 0, 


Ep. 
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eg. Obſecro prolixe ſenex, uti quod | 


te habet male, 


. = ; 
In me totum evomas; cum illo modo in | 


gratiam redeas. ; 
Mea omnis culpa eſt ; Jlle abste innox1us, 
Per Deos mea eſt. 

Cal. F, Non, non, cave ill: credas Pater, 
Tuam in me iram derivari mulco zquiu'ſt, 
Blanditiis iſtam meis conjeci invitam 1n 

nuptias 

Pol. Accommoda mihi miles paululum 

aures tuas, 
Nift fit moleſtum. 
Bom. Uruntur ira fibrz, & exardet je- 
cur, | 
Uruntur inquam ; loquere at quidvis ta- 
men. | 


Eu. Oe#mylio | huncce in modum ce 


leovrantur nuptiz ? 
Vereor ne eodem fiam vidua quo die nupta 
ſum, 
e£m, Habe modo bonum animum,mea 
Vita, tibi nil faciet mal1. 
Meamque ne doleas, vicem, nam Deos 
teſtor, 
Si uni hic no&s cubuiſſem in complexu 
tuo, 
Cras illud efſet, cum me vellem interfici, 
Ne ulla unquam zgritudo contaminaret 11 
lad gaudium. 
Sed meliore in loco, diis gratias, ſpes fita 
eſt mea. 
Pol. Immo omnem mihi cem explicatam 
dediſti pulchre. 
Inſeparate Fili, ſalve, 
Cum hic te conſpicor ; quam ſuperat mihi 
Atque abundat Iztitia pettus ubi ſoror tua 
eſt ? 
e/£m. Eccam ipſam, mi pater charifh- 
me ! amcenitates quantas 
Hic mihi dies obtulit ! Pol. Jam, virgo 
mea Cs. 
Ha, ha! filium & filiam ? ha, h! lacry- 
mo gaudio. 
Et tam liberaliter educatos! quis me feli 
Cior £ 
Age miles, face te lubentem filiz nupris. 
Bom, Nil jam negabo, cunc&a concedo 
ſenex, 
Quoniamque natam duxit, ut ducat volo. 
»Am, Audin' Evcomiſſa? 1terum mihi 
natus videor, 
Ex. Et ego iterum nupta 3 6 mi «/£mylio, 
Cal. p. Quam ſuo mihi hic fermone ar- 
reXit aures ! 
Fili, quoniam iſtam virginem tam milſere 
deperis, 
Difficultas a me non erit, quin pro uxore 
habeas. 


1 


| 


; Cal. f. Revera mihi pater es, & diis 1Þ- 


{is proximus. 
Din. Tot inter gaudia, ut video, vapu- 
landum eſt mihi. 
e/Emylio, volo te de communi re appel. 
lare mea, & tua. 
Meminiſtin' quo ornatu te primum inve. 
nerim, 
Mea profe&to opera hxc omnia evene- 
rant tibt 
e/Em. Foenerato hanc mihi operam lo- 
caſti, Dinon, 
Nam mecum ſemper vives, ſuppeditabo 
ego tibi ſumptibus. 
Dim. O mea Commoditas! meus bonus 
Genius / 
Em, Meruiſti hercule ; 
Nam vel modo, mea opportunitas, quam 
me verberaſti ſtrenue! 
Din. Merwſti hercule: Ego vel iterum 
m1 eZmylio, : 
Voluptatis tuz eauſi, defefſus verberando 
herem. 
e Em. Sed obſecro, mi Pater, an Morion 
meus frater eſt ? : 
Pol, Nihil minus; nam cum voſmet in- 
fortunatus perdidi ; 
Ne prorsus viderer ortus, recens natum 
ſervi me1 puerum 


Pro meo ſuſtuli; is hic eſt, quem vidiſtis, 
Morion, 


Scena Sexta. 


Gelaſimus, Pſecas. 


Sed quem egovideo ? Gelaſimwm, amicum 
Aorions mei ? 
Gelaſime ſalve. 
Gel. O Polypore ſalve ; neſcis quam be- 
atus ego ſum ! 
Ubi eſt Bombardomachides ? 
P/. 11lic; non vides ? 
Gel, Hic non eſt 11le Bormmbardomachides, 
ad quem me infinuavi callide. 
P/. Piſh, credin me 1gnorare patrem 
meum, quis fiet ? 
Gel. Non, non; filius tuus Gelaſimar, 
hic flexo poplite 
Ut fibi benedicas, obſecrat, atque ut nup- 
tits ſuis. 
Bow. Ex ore quid vedit tuo 2 Tun' fili- 
us meus ? 
Gel. Fortaflis hoc me credis per jocum 
dicere, 
Quia jocari ſemper ſoleo ; ſed profes lo- 
quor ſeri0. 
Detrahe velum, meta Muſa ; hem ! noſtin' 
filiam tuam ? 


EF Om. 


Om. Ha, 


ſit, ſatis novi. | 
Egon! ut filiam tuam ipaxorem acciperem * 
Vah'! iſta ingenioſa @&,- hoe ſufficit mihi. 
Facetiſſime a me amo iſtud dedecus. 


Mor. Oh! non poſſum recipere animam. | 


quzſo bona foemina., [intas | 
£m, Ha! quid hoe * 
P/. Inter tot nuptias I. 
Ne HF vinum, donabo vos plgno dolio. 
| \ & [Ex] 


Cal. p. Fruſtrationesgggo | 


mirasres. 


Nulli me vidifſe unquam in 


MEemin1. 


Ha! quid fit tandem? 
Scena Septima. 
Pſecas, Morion mn dolio, 


P(. Hem! vobis vinum meum ! 
Ador. Non, non, ego non ſum vinum. 
in dol.] 
Ha! quoſnam hic video? ego iterum intus 
me recipiam. 
Gel, Exi, ext inquam, Drog erkfhdhy Hori 
\, ut ego te derideo! 
Mor. Videon' ego patrem meum ? 06, 
pater, tun? hic aderas ? 


n gs fliam tuam hanc eſſe ? 
ha, | 


- "IJ 


= 


Exit. 


[mgred, iterum. | 


Nos hic Captivi fumus. P 
'Gel. Quid (maluma) ridetis? nullum | 
Os mih eallide ſablitum eſt quarto Non. 


Feb. KTP 
Gel. Nolo {ic me rideant; immo, quz 


> _ 
SS. E; 


a 
" » 


. -, jameſts liberi. My 
d meus, per Deos, non es, te ad patrem 
wum, | | 
Adducam iterum, cum in Angliam crav!/. 
mifimus. | 


Scena Ottavd, 


Gnomicus. 


Gel. O-. Tutor! mica hic 

nerunt hodie, 

Ommaa intas ſcies, tu vero Turor, & Moe- 

rion, . 

Mundum omnem jocularem colligite, nam 
in Angliam mecum redibitis, 


orofecd eve- 


=, 


| Arque- illic Cantabrigiz iſtam aperiemus 
RL =. he 


lam. 
Emptores jocorum ibi habitant quamplu- 
rimi. 
Mor. Ree; tum pater fi nolis effe, ne 
{1s amplius mihi; 


Tutor , ego non ſum filius Polypors natu 


Maximus. 
Gn. Enim vero, ut ait Comicus,  Diinos 
homines quaſi pilas habenet. | - 
Cal. p. Interca ad me omnes introite ad 
| Mm, os 


Frugaliter vos accipiam. 


FLAALRLIEL 


Gun i dicerem. Valete, &plau- 
Ute. 
Claudite jam rivos, pueri, ſat prata-bibe- 


cn, 


EPILOGUS 
Abet ; perafta eſt fabula ; nil reſtat denique : 
Nift ut vos valere jubeam ; quod ut fiat. mutud 


Valere & nos etiam jubeatis precor, 


N anufragium fic non erit ; nam vobis, ft placuimus, 
Ut acuti/, /ame obſervat Gnomicus, Vir admirabils, 


Fam nunc in vado ſumus cnm Proverbio, 


DD ——— 


Inter Muſas Cantabrigicnſes extant ( armma ſequentid 
ab Auftore A. Cow us v conſcripta, qua ne deper- 
dantur dum in (hartulss latitant, bis adneftere viſum eſt. 


—— - - —  - Cs eee REAL <_—_—_—_ 
— 


De felici partu Regine Marie. 
ID* more antiquo jejunia feſta coluntur, 


m—_—_— 


Er populum paſcit relligioſa fames ; 
Quinta beat noſtram ſoboles formolſa Mariam; 
Pen&iterum nobis, Izce December, ades. 
te, quibus luſum Bacchiiſque Cereſque miniſtrant, 
Er riſum vitis lachryma rubra mover. 
Nos fine lztitiz ſtrepicu, ſine murmure li: 
Ipſa dies novit vix (1bi verba dari. 
Cham corda arcani falcant feſtiva chorea, 

Cur pede vel tellus trica frequente ſonet ? 
Quidve bibat Regi, quam perdic curba, ſalutem ? 
Sint mea pro tanto ſobria vora viro. 
Crede mihi, non ſunt, non ſunt ea gaudia vera, 

Quz fiunt pompa gaudia vera ſua, 


Viciſti tandem, viciſti, caſta Maria ; 
Cedit de ſexu Carolus iple ſuo. 

A te fic vinci magnus quam gaudeat ille ! 
Vix hoſtes tanti vel ſuperaſle fuit. 

Jam tua plus vivit pictura; at proxima fer 
Regis, & in methodo te peperiſle juyar, 

O bona conjugii concors dilcordia veſtri ! 
O ſan&ta hxc inter jurgia verus amor !/ 

Non Caroli puro reſpirans vultus in auro 


Tam populo (& notum eſt quam placer ille) placer. 


Da veniam, hic omnes nimitim quod ſimus avari; 
Da veniam, hic animos quod fatiare nequis. 
Cumque (led 6 noſtris fiat lux ſerior annis) 
In currum aſcendas lzta per aftra tuum, 
Natorum in facie tua viva & mollis imago 
Non minus in terris, quam tua ſculpta, regat. 


—. _— 


0b paciferum Sereniſſimi Regis C a x 0 1 1 e Scotia reditum. 
Rgo redis,. mulca frontem redimitus Oliva, \ 
Captivzq; ingens laprea pacis adeſt. * 
Vicerunt alii bellis& Martecruento ; | 
Carole, Tu ſolus vincere bella potes. 
Te ſequitur volucri mitis Vietoria penna, 
Ec Fame pennas przvenitipſa luz. 
Te yoluere {equi convulfis Orcades undis, 
Sed retinent fixos frigora (va pedes. 
Te prope viderunt, © rerris major Apollo, 
Naſcentem, & Delo plus licuiffe dolent. 
Tanta decent Carolum rerum miracula 2 Tecum, 
Si pelago redeas, Inſula navis eat. 
Si terra, veſtri comicentur plauſtraSoote ; 
Sed rota tarda gelu, ſed nimis ipfe piger. 
Compoſitam placide jam lzrus deſpicit Aron, 
Horrenteſque novo lumine adornat equos. 
Ah ! nunquam rubeat civili ſanguine "T'ueda, 
Ned petat attonitum decolor unda mare! 
Califto in vetitum potitis deſcenderer xquor, 
Quam vellet tantum mafta videre nefas. 
Conveniſle feris inter ſe noverat Urlis, 
Et gener! ingenium'mitius eſſe ſuo. 
Nos gens una fumus ; De Scoti nomine 8& Angli 
Grammacici ſoli przlia rauca gerant. 
Tam bene cognatos compelſcit Carolus enſes, 
Er pacem populis funditab ore ſuis, 
Hzc illi laudem virtus immenſa minorem 
Eripuit; nunquam bella videre poteſt. 
Sic gladios ſolvir Vagy 's Fulgur in ipſis ; * 
Effeftuque potelt vix prins ire ſuo. . 
Sic vigil zterno xegnator Phaebus Olympo 
Circumfert ſubitam, qua volat ipſe, diem, 
Nil illi prodeſt ſtellarum Exercitns ingets ; 
Ur poſlic tenebras pellere, folus adeft, © 


v 
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